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TO THEODOlflE WATTS DUNTON 

3nfhas plfimeig^ou to disinter this buried bant- 
Hng of your fnend^s literary youths and to find it 
worth resurrection^ I must inscribe it tJjkyou as the 
person responsible for its revivaL Were it not that 
a friend*s judgment may always seSft liable to 
be coloured by the unconscious influence of friend- 
ship^ / should be^ reassured as to iff c^^ts by the 
approval oj a master from whose verdict on a 
stranger^s attefxph in the creative art of fiction 
there could be no reasmaJ(fie appeal—and wh% 
I feel bound to achnqiwledge wbl^guatity^ and 
satisfaction, has honoured it by the sponsoried 
suggestion of a new jmd a hapfiei^,mme. As it 
is, / can only hope that you may not be for once 
mistaken in your favourable opinion of a stuify 
i^rown into the old epistolary form whkk even 
Jhe giant genius of Balzac could not restore to the 
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favour it eujiyed iu Hu de^s of Richardson^ omff 
of Lados, However that mc^ he, I oam eoutemt 
to know that you^.agree with me in*thinking 

f c 

that in the world ^oi literasy creation there 

r 

ts a legitimate place for that apparesH com-' 
promise betwhn a story and a play by which 
the alternate agents and patUHJs^ of the tdSt ah 
made to express what befalls them^ by word qf 
mouth or of pen, I dof not forget that the 

«i c ♦ 

ktng of men to whose hand we owe the glorious 
% 

history of ^edgauntUt began tp in ^stolary form, 

and changed the fashion of his tale to direct and 

« 

forthrighf^lftartqtive when tlu story became too 
strong for him, and would no longer be confined 
withsn the limits of conceivable correspondence : but 
hie was in its uUimatt upshot a historic apd heroic 
stoyt,And have always regretted that we 
*have but one spetimen of the uncompleted series of 
letters out of fvlSch an earlug novel, the admirable 
Fortunes of Nigel, had grown up into immortaUfy^ 
The single sanph which Lockhart saw fit to vouchh 
safe us is so great a masterpiece of dramaSic hunun^ 
and Uving imagination that the remainder^ of ^ 
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fohich nnglu wiU suffice fir the fame cf 
a$^ lesser ifan au^t surefy to have been kngsina 
made public. « We could dispense with the 
doAtless more generally an^ng and interesting 
narrative which sufirseded it: but the true and 
thankful and understanding lover *of Scott must 
ieed^wUl reaffilp^^^Uow or affirm that there are 
signs of evep ^rarer and finer genius in the case- 
celled fragfnent of tint rejected study But these 
are perhaps too htgh and serious matters to be 
touched upon in a note of acknowleign&nt prefixed 
to so early an attempt in the great art of fiction or 
creation that it would never have revisi^d the light 
or rather tne twilight of publicity under honest and 
legitimate auspices^ if it had not found in you a 
sponsor and a frihtd 
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PROLOGUE 

I 

In the spring of 18.^, 8ld Lord Chc>Tie, th(;notfd 
phiianthiopist, was, it wiD be remembered by all 
those interested in ^ocial rcfoim, still alive and 
energetic. Indeed, he had some nine years of 
active life before him—^pubhe* baths, institutes, 
reading-rooms, schbols, lecture-halls, all manner 
of improv ments, were yet to bear witness to iii& 
ardour in the caus^ of humanity. Tlie equable 
eye of ph^osophylbas longisincc observed that the 
appetite of domg good, unlike those tg^scr appe¬ 
tites which tune effaces and cnjo3nnent allays, 
gains in depth and vigour with adyaqcing years-^ 
a cheering truth, attested alike by the life and 

Ip 

death of this excellent man. Reciprocal ameliora¬ 
tion, he was wont to say, was thp ann of every 
acquaintance he made—of every act of benevo¬ 
lence he allowed liimselL Hehgion alone was 

B 
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farming, sewerage, beetroot sugar, and the loftiest 

morality formed each in turn thestapkof that ex¬ 
cellent man’s disefi^urse. If an exjhausted visitor 
souglit refuge in flie son’s society, Mr. Cbeyne 
would hold forth by tkc hour on divorce. 
Church questions, pantheism, socialism (Christian 
or simple), the equilibrium of societ}", Idic duties 
of each class, the mission of |a?in, the balance 
of ranks, education, development,, the stages of 
faith, the m(‘aning of tl^o ag(‘, the relation of 
parties, the regeneration ol*the pfiestliood, the 
n-formal^on of criminals, and the destiny of 

woman. Had fate or datc'allowed it, -but stern 

• • 

dnonology forb?|di‘,—lie would assuredly have 

* 0 

tigun^d as president, as member, or at least as 
correspondent of the Society for the Suppression 
of Anatomy, the Society foj* tJie Suppression of 
Sex, or the l^adics’ Society lor the Propagation 
of Contagious Disease (Unlimited). • But these 
remafkafile associations,r witli ;dl their potential 
henelHs to be cc>nferred‘on purblind and perverse 
iuiinanity,' wci'o. as ye^ unprofitably dormant 
in the sluggish womb of time. Nevertheless, the 
house decidc'dlv might have been livelier than it 
was. 

Not that virtue wanted its reward, if^ord 
Chcyue was in daily correspondence wfth ^me^ 
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dozen of societies for the propagation and sui>- 
pression erf Heaven knows what; Professor 
Swallow, J)r. Chubbins, and Mft Jonathan Bloman 
wero among his friends. Phs son enjoyed the 
intimacy of M, Adrici^i LalJoissicre, secretary of 
the commiLlee of a minor democratic society ; 
and Mdlle Clemence de Massigny, the loo- 
celebrated authjress of “ Rosine ot liosettc,” 
“ Confidences^d nnEauleuil,'^ and other dangerous 
books, had, when in the full glow of her brief 
political career, wrilPten to tile voung son of palt* 
and brumous Albion, “ pays des liberies troiiquet*s 
et des passions chatrees,” an epistle of some 
twenty pages, in which she desirc'd him, nof onc<^ 
or twice, to kiss the‘paper where she h?id left a 
kiss for him—“baiser chaste et fremissatil,” she 


averred, “ ecreinte altierc et douce de I’esprit 
degage des piege-^ hideux de la matiere, lernoiii 
et sceau d’uii amour ideal.’^ “O poete!” she 
exclaimed elsewhere, ‘iversons sur cifttt^ triste 


humanite la rosee rafraichissante'de nos plcnrs ; 
melons sur nos Icvres^le soupir "qui* console au 
sourire qui rayonne. Chatjue larme qui tombe 
pent rouler dans une plaie qu’ellc soulagefa. Les 
voluptes Acres et severes de Palien drissement 
valent bien le plaisir orageux des sens allmncs.” 
All thfe was astonishing but satisfactory to the 
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recipient, and worth at least any two of his 
father’s letters. Chubbins, Bloman, s^nd the rest, 
practical men enough in their way, hel^ in some 
contempt the infinite and the ideal, and <were 
incapable of appreciating ^he absolute republic 
and the forces of the future. 

A 

_ » 

The arid virtue of the two chiefs was not 
common to the whole of the fcjpily. Mr. John 
Cheyne, younger brother to thh noted philan¬ 
thropist, had lived at a ^great rate for years; 
bom in the regency period, die had? grasped the 
receding ^kirt of its fashions; he had made friends 
with his time, and sucked his orange to some 
purpdse before he came to the rind. He married 
well, not before it was hi^ time; his finances, 
inherited from his mother, ^d originally not 
bad for a younger son, were^ shaken to the last 
screw that kept both ends together; he was 
turned of forty, and his wife had a decent for¬ 
tune : ^he» was % Miss B^ks, rather handsome, 
sharp and quick in a good-natured way. She 
brought him a» daughter ^n 1836, and a son in 
1840; then, feeling, no doubt, that she had done 
all that* could be looked for from a model wife, 
completed her good work by djdng in 1841. J ohn 
Che3me consoled himself with the reflection tfiat 
she might have done worse; his own nia::e, the 
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wife of a neighbour and friend, haJ eloped the 
year feefore^leaving a boy of two on her husband’s 
hands, ^or the reasons of th^ we must go some 
way aback and bring up a frc^ set of characters, 
so as to get things cle^r at starting. 

A reference to the Peerage will give us, third 
on the Ghe3me family list of a pasl generation, 
the name of “ Helejia, bom 1800, married in 1819 
Sir Thomas Midnurst, Bart., by whom (deceased) 
she had one daughter, Amicia, born 1820, married 
in May, 183^, to (Japtain Philip Harewood, by 
whom she had issue Reginald-Edwjurd, born 
April 7, 1838. This* marriage was dissolved in 
1840 by Act of Parliament.” Aftd, we ma;^ add, 
Mrs. Harewood was* married in the s^me year 
to Frederick Stantord, Esq., of Ashton Hildred, 
CO. Bucks, to whom, in 1841, she presented a 
daughter, named after herself at the father’s desire, 
who in 1859 married the ^ate Lord Che3me, just 
ten months after his father’s lamented xJecease. 
Lady Midhurst, then already widowed, took up her 
daughter’s cause energetically atirthe^ time of the 
divorce. Her first son-in-law was her favourite 
abhorrence; with her second she had always 
been on the best of terms, residing. Indeed, now 
fo{ many years past with him and his wife, an 
honoured inmate for the term of her natural life, 
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and in a quiet though effectual way mistress of 
the whole household. It was appalling to hear 
her hold forth om. the topic of ^ the <*unhappy 
Captain Harewood!' She had known him •inti¬ 
mately before he married her daughter; at that 
time he thought fit to be delightful. After the 
marriage he unmasked at once, and^' became 
detestable. (Fan and foot, clappiij^down together, 
used to keep time to this keen-voiced declaration.) 
He had used his wife dreadfully; at this day his 
treatn»ent of the poor boy in h\^ hands was 
horrible, disgraceful for its stupidity and cruelty— 
such a nice little fellow the child was, too, not 
the least like hfm, but the image of his mother 
and of her (Lady Midhurst),\vhich of course was 
reason enough for that ruffian to ill-use his own 

son. There was one comfort, she had leave to 

% 

write to the boy, and go now,and then to see 
him ; and she took 'c^re to encouragt him in 
his revest against his fatlvsr’s style of training. 
In effect, as fat as she •could, Lady Midhurst 
tried to instil into her grandson her own views 
of his father’s character; it was not difficult, 
seeing tlfat father and son were utterly unlike 
and discord^t! Old Lord Cheyne (who took 
decidedly the Harewood side, and used some¬ 
times to have the boy over to Lidcombe, Vrhere 
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he revelled about the stables all day long) once 
remonstrated with his sister on this course of 
tactics. •“Mjj dear Che5me,” she replied, in quite 
a sfffprised voice, “you foJget Captain llare- 
wood’s estate is entail*^fie was an ex-capt ain; 
his elder brother had died before he paid court 
to Miss ‘9 Midhurst, and, when he married, the 
captain had Ifimd to settle on. As a younger 
brother, Lady Midhurst had liked him extremely ; 
as a man of marriageable income, she gave him 
her daughter, and ^ell at once to haling him. 

Capricious or not, she was a beautiful old 
woman to look at; •something like her brotlicr 
John, who had been one of the tiandsomej^ men 
of his day; her daughter and grand-daugliter, 
both women of singular beauty and personal 
grace, inherited tljeir looks and carriage from 
her. Clear-skinnpd, with pure regular features, 
and aburjdant bright whfte*hair (it turned sud¬ 
denly some ten year§ after this drj|»i^ in the 
sixtieth of her age), sJie was a st\idy for old 
ladies. People liked Jo hear hesr talk ; she was 
not unwilling to gratify them. At one time of 
her life, she had been known to say, hejr tongue 
got her into some trouble, and her style of sarcasm 
involved her in various unpleasant little differ¬ 
ences "and difficulties. All that was ever said 
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against her she managed somehow to outlive, 
and at fifty and upwards she wa^ generally 
popular, except, ^indeed, with religious and 
philanthropic persons. These, witli the natural 
instinct of race, smeit out^t once an enemy in 
her. At sight of her acute attentive smile and 
reserved eyes a curate would become hot and 
incoherent, finally dumb; a l^turer nervous, 
and voluble to the last. 
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The two children of^Mr. Jbhn Cheyne enjoyed 
somewhat less of their aunt’s acquaintance and 
care thstti did her grandchildren, or even her 
other nephewf«Lord Cheyne’s politico-philan- 
thropk son sufd successor. They were brought 
up in the quietest way possible; Clara with a 
governess, who took her well in hand at aq early 
age, and kept her apart from all influence but her 
own; Frank under the lazy kind incurious eyes 
of his father, who coaxed him iitto a little •Shaky 
Latin at his spare hdurs, with a dim vision before 
him of Eton as soon as the boy should be fit. 
Lord Che3nie now and then exchanged visits with 
his brother, but not often ; and the children 

ft 

not unnjvturally were quite incapable of appre¬ 
ciating the earnest single-minded phili^nthropy 
of the excellent man—their father hardly relished 
it more than they did^. But tli«re was one man, 
or boy, whom John Cheyne held in deeper and 
sincerer abhorrence than he did his brother; and 
this was his brother’s son. Mr« Cheyne called 
between whiles at his uncle’s, but was hardly 
received with a decent welcome. A clearer- 
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\ 

sighted or more speculative man than John 
Cheyne would have scented a nascentc.inclination 
on his nephew’s par^ towards his daughtei^. There 

r t 

was a sort of weakly weary gentleness of manner 
in the young philanfhropis*" which the girl soon 
began to appreciate. Clara showed early enough 
a certain acuteness, and a relish of older company, 
which gave promise of some practical ability. 
At thirteen she had good ideas ol management, 
and was a match for her father in most things. 
But she could not make him f<jlerate his nephew ; 
she could only turn his antipathy to profit by 
letting it throw forward into relief her own 
childish friendliness. There was the composition 
of a good' intriguer in the girl from the first; she 
had a desirable power of making all that could 
be made out of every chance ^f enjoyment. She 
was never one to let the prj?sent slip. Few 
children have such'u''* keen sense as'she how 
infinitely- preferable is Jhe smallest limping 
skinny half-mouited sparrow in the hand to the 
fattest ortolan is the bush. She was handsome 
too, darker than her father’s family ; her brother 
had moref of the Cheyne points about him. Frank 
was not a ba 9 swrt of boy, quiet, idle, somewhat 
excitable and changeable, with a good deal <of 
floating affection in him, and a fund of respect 
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for his sister. Lady Midhurst, after one of her 
visiti (exploring cruises in search of character, she 
called set him down ip a decisive way as 

wanting in spice ind salt; the sort of 
boy always to do dec(mtly \fell under any circum¬ 
stances, to get creditably through any work he 
might have to do; a fellow who*would never 
tumble because^ he never jumped ; well enough 
disposed, no ddtibt, and not a milksop exactly— 
certain to get on comfortably with most people, 
if there were not n^rc of his father latent 
boy than she saw yet; whereas, if he rejiUy liad 
inherited anything gf her brother John’s head¬ 
strong irresolute nature, s!ie was sure he had no 
strong qualities to c*)unlcrbalahce or modify it.” 

Lady Midhurst rather piqued heisolf on this 
exhaustive elaborate style of summary ; and had, 
indeed, a good share of insight and analytic 
ability. •Her character •oi Frank was mainly 
unfair; but that quality of “ always^oing well 
enough under any circpmstanccs ” the boy really 
had in some degree: a ratheii^valuable quality 
too. His aunt woulJ have admitted the value 
of it at once; but he was not iK^r.sort, she 
would have added; she liked p^ioplc who made 
tj^eir own scrapes for themselves before they fell 
into ihem, and then got out without being fished 
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for. Frank would get into trouble sometimes, 
no doubt, but he would just slip in. |jfow if was 
always better to fajl than to slip. Youe got less 
dirty, and were lesti time about if; besides^ an 
honest tumble was Idss likely to give you a bad 
sprain. This philosophic lady had a deep belief 
in the discipline of circumstances, and was dis¬ 
posed to be somewhat more thanrlcnient towards 
any one passing (not unsoiled) thr^gh his time of 
probation and training. Personally, at this time, 
Frank ^as a fair, rather short 4 »oy, with light ha^fe 
and grey eyes, usually peaceable and amiable in 
his behaviour; his sister, tall, brown, thin, with 
clear features, and something of an abrupt deci¬ 
sive air about her. They hud few friends, and 
saw little company; Captain Harewood, who in 
former days had been rather an intimate of John 
Cheyne’s, hardly ever now rode over to see his 
ex-friend; not that he ^aad any qiiarreUwith the 
uncle of 1;^ divorced wife, but he now scarcely 
ever stirred out or sought^any company beyond 
a few professional^ men of his own stamp and .a 
dergyman or two, having lately taken up with a 
rather acrid and dolorous kind of religion. Lady 
Midhurst, one regrets to say, asserted that her 
enemy made a mere pretence of austerity ^ 
principle, and spent his time, under cover of sedu- 
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sion, in the voluptuous pastime of torturing his 
unludky bojr and all his miserable subordinates. 
“ The map was always one of those horrid people 
who (cannot live without giving pain ; she remem¬ 
bered he was famous fpr crudity in his profession, 
and certainly he had always been the most natur¬ 
ally cruelland spiteful man she ever knew; she had 
not an atom of doubt he really had some physical 
pleasure in the itfea of others’ sufferings ; that was 
the only way to explain the whole course of his 
and conduct.” J)nce launched on the philo¬ 
sophy of this subject, Lady Midliurst went on to 
quote instances of a like taste from history and 
tradition. As to the unfortunate Captain Hare- 
wood, nothing could bb falser th^ such an impu¬ 
tation ; he was merely a grave, dry, shy, soured 
man, severe and sincere in his sorrowful distaste 
for company. Perhaps he did enjoy his own 
severity and moroseness, and had some occult 
pleasure in the sense that his son was being;, trained 
up sharply and warily; bqt did not a boy with such 
blood in his veins need it ? 

Thus there was one source of .company cut 


off, for the first years of their life, from the young 
Cheynes. The only companion they Were usually 
sur^of was not much to count on in the way of 
amusement, being a large, heavy, solitary boy of 
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sixteen or more, a son of their neighbour on the 
left—Itr. Radworth, of Blocksham. TheserRad- 

I 

worths were allies pf old Lord Che3me’^ who had 
a great belief in tlfe youth’s genitfs and prqmise. 
He had developed, ^hen ^uite young, a singular 
taste and aptitude for science, abstract and 
mechanical; had carried on this study ati school in 
the teeth of his tutors and in defUmce of his school¬ 
fellows, keeping well aloof from kll other learning 

f 

and taking little or no rest or relaxation. His 
knowledge and working pcHver weue wonderful; 
but Jk*. was a slow, unlovely, weighty, dumb, grim 
sort of fellow, and had already overtasked his 
braiit and nen^cs, besides ruining his eyes. He 
never went an5rwliere but«to the Che5mes’, and 
there used to pay a dull puzzled homage to the girl, 
who set very light by him. There was always a 
strong flavour of the pedant and the phUisiin 
about Ernest Radworth, which his jwniors were 
of course^ quick enough to appreciate. 

Mr. John Che5me, though on very fair terms 
with his sister, did not visit the Stanfords; he had 
never seen his niece since the time of the divorce; 
Lady Midhurst was the only member of the house¬ 
hold at Ashton Hildred who ever came across to 
his place. The two children hardly knew the name 
of their small second cousin, Amicia Stanford; 
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she was a year younger than Frank Cheyne^ and 
the pitted pupil of her grandmother. * Mrs. 
Stanford, d gentle handsome weman, placid and 
rather* shy in tier manner, |iive the child up 
wholly to the elder lady’ll care, and spent her days 
chiefly in a soft sleepy kind of hoiysekeeping. 
A moral bbserver would have deplored the 
evident quiet happiness of her life. She never 
thought at all ^ about her first husband, or the 
three years of her life^ which Lady Midhurst 
used to call her pre-illanford period, exception 
those occasions when her mother broke out with 
some fierce reference to Captain Harewood, or 
angry expression of fondness for his son. 
Then Mrs. Stanford would cry a little, in a dis¬ 
passionate graceful manner ; no doubt she lelt at 
times some bitter tender desire and regret towards 
the first of her childfen, gave way between whiles 
to some unprofitable memfJ^ of him, small 
sorrows that had not hej^rt enough in them to 
last long. At one time, perhaps, she had wept 
away all the tears she had.ijj her ; dtie may doubt 
if there ever had been a great store of them for 
grief to draw upon. She was of a delicate impres¬ 
sible nature, but not fashioned so ^s to suffer 
shaip]p for long together. If there came any 
sorrow in her way she dropped down (so to speak) 
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at the feet of it, an4 bathed them in tears till it 
took pity on her tender beauty and passed by on 
the other side without doing her much harm. She 
was quite unberoic and rather ^matemel, but 
pleasantly and happily pu/ together, kind, amiable, 
and very beautiful; and as fond as she could ever 
be, not only of herself, but also of hdr husband, 
her mother, and her daughter.»‘The husband was 
a good sort ot man, always deep ii\ love of his wife 
and admiration of her mpther ; never conspicuous 
for^any event in his life bift that dopement; and 
how matters even then had come to a crisis 
between two such ]overs*^as they were, probably 
only one person on earth could have told; and 
tliis third person certainlj^ was not the bereaved 
captain. The daughter was from her bi’'th of 
tliat rare and singular beaq^ty wliicli never changes 
for the worse in growing older. She was one of 
the few girls who**have no ugly time. In this 
spring^of 1849 she w'as the most perfect child of 
eight that can be imagined. There was a strange 
grave beauty^and fau^iless grace about her, more 
noticeable than the more usual points cf childish 
prettiness: pureness of feature, ample brilliant 
hair, perfect little lips, serious and rounded in 
shape, and 'wonderful unripe beauty of cl^n and 
tliroat. Her grandmother, who was fond of French 
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phrases when excited or especially affectionate 
(a tricK derived from recollections of her own 
French mother and early frien^ among French 
relatives—she had a way of ^s&3dng, “ Hein?^^ 
and glancing up or sidewa3^ with an eye at once 
bird-like and feline), asserted that “Amy was 
faite k peindre—^faitc k croquet—^faitc k manger 
de baisers.” The'cSId life-worn philosophic lady 
seemed absolutcily to riot and revel in her fond¬ 
ness tor the child. Ther^. was always a certain 
amiably c>ihc;ll side^to her affections, whtfcli 
showed itself by and by in the girl’s training ; but 
the delight and love arefused in her at the sight 
of her pupil were a.s true and tendgr as such emo¬ 
tions fOJih! bt in such a woman. Lady Midhurst 
was 01 y much foiidei of her two grand- 

Jiildren i iian of any on%elso Jive. Reclgie was just 
her so»'t of buy, she fiaid, and Amy just her sort of 
girl. !<■ .voLiW have been deli^ous to bring them 
up togei; '» (education, superintondence, tiaining 
ol chara^! e.r, guidance, of habit, in >^oung people, 
were passions with the excoUent laci^); and if the 
boy’s father would just be good enough to come to 

some timel}^ end-. She had been^godmother 

to both children, and both were as fond of her as 
possible. “ Enfin/^* she said, hopelessly. 
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They were to have enough to do with each other 
in later life, these three scattered households of 
kinsfolk; but the mixing process only began on 
a late spring day of 1849, at *t1ie country house 
which Mr. John Cheyne had inherited from his 
wife. This was a little ^Id house, beautifully set 
in limong orchards and meadows, ^'ith abundance 
of roses now all round it, under the licavy leaves 
of a spring that June fast gaining upon. A 
wide soft rivet divided the marsh meadows in 
front of it, full of yellow flag-flowers and moist fen- 
blossom. Behind, there slanted upwards a small 
broken range of hills, the kare green windy lawns 
of them dry and fresh under foot, thick all the way 
with cowslips at th'fright time. It as a splendid 
place for children ; better perhaps than Ashton 
Hildred with*its huge oid brick-walled gardens and 
wonderful frdft-treec* Wackened and dotted with 
lumps or patches of fabulous overgrown moss, and 
wild pleasure-grounds stifled with beautiful rank 
grass; better decidedly than Lord Cheyne’s big 
brilliant Lidcombe, in spite of royal shooting- 
grounds and the admirable slopes of hfgh bright 
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hill-country behind it, green sweet miles of park 
and efaibay^ lake, beyond praise for riding 
and boating; better incomparqjbly than Captain 
Harevfood’s place, muffled in >^oods, with a grim 
sad beauty of its own, ^>ut seemingly knee-deep 
in sere leaves all the year round, wet g.nd weedy 
and dark and deep down, kept hold of somehow 
by autumn in the fnidst of spring ; only the upper 
half of it clear out of the clutch of winter even in 
the hottest height of August weather, with a bitter 
flavour of fros! and ram in it all tlirough sumiflCt. 
It was wonderful, Lady Midliurst said, how any 
child could live there \vitfiout going mad or moping. 
She was thankful the boy went to sjcfiool so young, 
though no doubt his fatfier had picked out the very 
hardest sort of school that he decently could select. 
Anything was better fhan that hori id wet hole of 
a place, up to the jiose and eyes in black damp 
woods, and Vitli thick moisrtopses of alder and 
birch trees growing againsi the very windows ; and 
such a set of people inside of it! She used to call 
there about three times a,iyair, dfiring the boy’s 
holidays ; get him apart from his father and tutor, 
and give him presents and advice and pity and 
encouragement of all sorts, mixed wit'h histories of 
his mother and half-sister, the whole spiced not 
sparingl;^ with bitter allusions to his father, to 
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which one may fear there was some response now 
and then on the boy’s part. 

It was after Vne of these vi^ts tliat Captain 
Harewood first brought his son over to fes old 
friend’s. Perhaps he thrught at length that the 
boy migh1;.as well see some one about his own age 
in holiday-time. Reginald was growing visibly 
mutinous and hard to keep d 5 {m by preachings 
and punishments; had begun evidently to wince 
and kick under the domestic rod. His father and 
tli^clerical tutor who cam? over ddily to look after 
the boy’s holiday task could hardly keep him under 


by frequent flogging and'^rauch serious soirowful 
lecturing. He ,was not a specially fast boy, only 
about as restless and insubordinate as most fellows 


at his age ; but this wa$ far more than his father 
was prepared to stand. L«it him see some one else 
outside home than Lady Midhurst; it would do 
him no harm, and tSe boy was alway^'vicious, and 
jibbed frightfully, for spme days after his grand¬ 
mother’s visits. So before the holidays were out 
the Captain trcfcted h^Tj^over to make friends with 
Mr. Cheyne’s son. The visit was a matter of keen 
and rather frightened interest to Frank. Clara, 
on hearing^e boy was her junior, made light of it> 
and was out of the way when Captain Harscwood 
came in with his son. Hie two boys eyed each 
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other curiously under close brows and with lips 
expre^ive o| a grave doubt on either side. The 
visitor was a splendid^looking# fellow, lithe and 
lightly built, bdt of a good compact make, with a 
sunburnt oval face, an^ hair*like unspun yellow 
silk in colour, bur one mass of short rough curls; 
eyebrows,^cyes, and eyelashes all dark, showing 
quaintly enough against his golden hair and bright 
pale skin. His mouth, with a rather full red under 
lip for a child, had a look of such impudent and 
wilful beauty*as to suggest at once the frequfint 
call for birch in such a boy’s education. His eyes 
too had a defiant laugli^lalent under the lazy light 
in them. Rather well got-up for thfi rest and deli¬ 
cately costumed, thotJgh with a distinct school 
stamp on him, but by no means after the muscle- 
manful type. 

This boy had a short whip in one hand, which 
was of great and visible c«mfort to him. To 
switch his leg in a reflective measured way was an 
action at once impressive in itseU and likely to 
meet and obviate any conver sational necessity 
that might turn up. No smaller boy could accost 
hihi lightly while in that attitude. * 

At last, with a gracious gravity, seeing both 
eldeo in low-voiced talk, he vouchsafed five valu¬ 
able words : “ I say, what’s your name ? ” Frank 
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gave his name in with meekness, having a just 
sense of his relative insignificance. wa^ very 
honest and easy U> dazzle. 

** Mine’s Reginald—Reginald' Edward tHare- 
wood. It doesn’t sbund %t all well ” (this with a 
sententious suppressed flourish in his voice as of 
one who blandly deprecates a provoked^contradic- 
tion)—“ no, not at all; because* there’s such a lot 
of ‘D’s’ in it. Yours is a much better name. 
How old are you ? ” ^ 

,J'hc abject Frank apologetically suggested 
“ Nine.” 

“ You just look it,” said Reginald Harewood, 
with an awful Valm, indicative of a well-grounded 
contempt for tKat time of* life, restrained for the 
present by an exquisite sense of social courtesy. 
“ I'm eleven—rising twelve—eleven last month. 
Suppose wc go out ? ” 



prolcJgue 



IV 

Once out in the garijpn, Reginald became more 
wonderful than ever. Any one noj: two years 
younger, and half a head shorter, must have 
doubled up wdth laughter before he had gone three 
steps. Our jy*iend’s patronage of the sunlight, his 
tolerance of the roses.^his gentle thoughtful con¬ 
descension towards flie face of things in gefwal, 
were too sublime for words. 

When they came* to the parapet of an old 
broad terrace, Reginald, still in a dignifieef way, 
got astride it, not without a curious grimace and 
some seeming difficulty in adjusting liis small 
person; tapped his .teeth with his wli ip-handle, 
and gave Frank for a whole minute the full benefit 
of his eycift Frank stood ivisting a rose-branch, 
and looked meek. ^ 

The result of Reginald’s scrutiny was thus 
question, delivered with m up^i solemn el feci. 

** I say. Were you ever swished ? ” 

Swished ? ” said Frank, with a rapid Iieat in 
his cheeks. 

Swished,” said Reginald, in his decided 
voice. • “ Birched.” 
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“ Do you mean flogged ? ” 

Frank asked this very diffidently, ^d asfi the 
query singed his lips. 

“ Well, flogged,Mf you like thalt better,’^ said 

f _ 

Reginald, conscious of a neat point. “ Flogged. 
But I mea^ a real, right-down swishing, you 
know. If a fellow says flogged, it may be a 
whip, don’t you see, or a strap. ’That’s caddish. 
But you can call it flogging, if ypu like; only 
not at school, mind. Ifs all very well before 
me*i’ • 

Reverting from these verbal subtleties to the 
main point, Reginald put ^e grand query again 
in a modified shape, but in a tone of courteous 
resolution, not to be evaded*‘by any boy. 

Does your father often flog you ? ” 

“ I never was flogged in my life,” said Frank, 
sensible of his deep degradation. 

Reginald, as a bo> of the world, cculd stand 
a good deal without surprise ; experience of men 
and things had inured him to much that was 
curious and out lOf J^j^usual way. But at the 
shock of this monstrous and incredible assertion 
he was thrown right off his balance. He got off 
the parapet, leaned his shoulders against it, and 
gazed upon the boy, to whom birch was a <lim 
dubious myth, a jocose threat after dinner, with 
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eyebrows wonderfully liigh up, and distended 
ey^ds. iPhen he said,— 

Good—God ! ” softly, a|id dividing the syl- 
lab •les with hushed breath. • 

Goaded to insanity by tfie big boy’s astonish¬ 
ment, a|onized by his silence, Frank,tenderly put 
a timid foot in it. 

“ Were yod ? ” he asked, with much awe. 

Then, wi^h straightened shoulders and raised 
chin, Reginald Harevjood took up his parable. 
Some of his*iilial expressions must be forgiven to 
youthful excitement, and for the sake of accuracy ; 
boys, when voluble on a tender point, are awfully 
accurate in their choice of words". Reginafd was 
very voluble by nature, and easy to excite on this 
painfullv personal matter. 

“ Ah, yes, I should think so. My good fellow, 
you ought to h^ve seen me yesterday. I was 
swished twice in the morntng. Can’t you see in 
a man’s eyes ? My fajhcr is—the—most—awful 
—^Turk. He likes to swish me-^he does really. 
What you’ll do when von gq t k) school ” (here a 
pause), “ God knows.” (This in a pensive and 
devout manner, touched with pity.) '“You’ll 
sing out—^by Jove !—^won’t you sing out the first 
tiiAe you catch it! I used to —1 do sometimes 
now. •For it hurts most awfully. But I can 
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stand a good lot of it. My father cad always 
draw blood at the third or fourth cut^ It’s^just 
like a swarm of m^ bees stinging you at ince. 
At school, if you kack, or if you ^^nce even, or 
if you make the least bit M row, you get three 
cuts over. ,I always did when I was 3^our age. 
The fellows used to call me all manner of chaffy 
names. Not tlie young ones, of cburse ; I should 
lick them. I say, I wish you w/^re going to 
scIjooI. You’d be letting /ellows get you into the 
meet awful rows—ah ! wouldn’t yoh ? When I 
was your jige I used to get swished twice a week 
regular. The masters spitt me. 1 know one of 
thern^does, because lie told one of the big fellows 
he. did. At least lie said I was a curse to my divi¬ 
sion, and 1 was ruining all the young ones. He 
did really, on my word. I .was the fellow’s fag 
that he said it to, and he called, me up that night 
and licked me with a Whip ; with a whip like this. 
He was a most awful bullv. I don’t think I’ll tell 

I# 

you what he did once to a boy. You wouldn’t 
sleep well to-night.’ ^ ^ 

“ Oh, do! ” said Frank, quivering. The terrific 
interest *of Reginald’s confidences suspended his 
heart at his lips ; he beheld the Complete School¬ 
boy with a breathless reverence. As for pit}*? he 
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would as soon have ventured to pity a crowned 
head 

*J No,” said the boy of the^orld, stiakmg con¬ 
siderate curls*; “ I won’t teH a little fellow, I 
think : it’s a shame to^go anS put them in a funk. 
Some fejjow's arc always trying it on^ for a spree. 
I never do. No, my good fellow, 5^ou’d better 
not ask me. You had redly.” 

Reginald fucked his whip-handle with a relish, 
and eyed the universe jn a conscious way. 

“ Do, pldase,” piSaded the younger. “ I didn’t 
mind; I’ve heard of—that is. I’ve read of—all 
kinds of awful thing* I don’t care about them 
the least bit.” • 

Well, young one,” said Reginald, ** don’t 
blame me then, that’s all, if you have bad dreams. 
There was one feUovi^ ran away from school wh(*n 
he heard of it—op my word.” And Reginald pro¬ 
ceeded to^ recite certain cjJisodes—apocryphal or 
canonical—from the lifj’of a lower boy, giving the 
details with a dreadful.unction. • No description 
can express the full fleshy of certain words 
in his mouth. He talked of “ cuts ” witli (juite a 
liquorish accent, and gave the technical word 
with a twang in which the hissing sound 
of« falling birch became sharply audible. The 
boy wtis immeasurably proud of his floggings, and 
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relished the subject of flagellation as few 
relish rare wine. As for shame, he ha^ never for 
a second thought oi| it. A Hogging was an wair 
of honour to him; nf he came off without t^ars, 
although with loss of blqod, he regarded the 
master with, chivalrous pity, as a brave enemy 
worsted. A real tormentor always revelled in the 
punishment of Reginald. Those 'who plied the 
birch with true loving delight in lihe use of it 
enjoyed whipping such a bpy intensely. Orbilius 
would have feasted on his fle^h—dined off him. 

He looked Frank between the eyes as he 
finished and gave a great shrug. 

“ 1 said you’d better not. You look blue and 

« 

green, upon my honour you’do. It’s your fault, 
my good fellow. I’m very sorry. I know some 
fellows can’t stand things. I knew you couldn’t 
by the look of your eyes. I could have taken my 
oath of it. It isn’t in*’you. It’s not y»ur fault; 
I dare say you’ve no en'd of pluck, but you’re 
nervous, don’t you see ? .1 don’t mean you funk 
exactly ; things dba gr^e with you—^that’s it.” 

Here Reginald strangled a discourteous and 
comproniising chuckle, and gave himself a cut 
with his whip that made his junior wink. 

“ Ah, now, you see, that makes you wince. 
Now, look here, you just take hold of that whip 
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and give me a cut as hard as you possibly can. 
You Just do that. I should like it. Do, there’s 
a gold fellow. I want to se^if you could hurt 
me. ^ Hit hard, mind. Now 4 hen,” and he pre¬ 
sented a bending broadside to the shot. 

The trodden worm turned and stupg. Driven 
mad by patronage, and all the more savage 
because of his deep admiration, Frank could not 
let the chancy slip. He took sharp aim, set his 
teeth, and, swinging al^ his body round with the 
force of the blow as lit dealt it, brought downihe 
whip on the tightest part he could pick out, with 
a vicious vigour and s*inging skill. 

He had a moment’s sip of pure honey; *Rcgi- 
nald jumped a foot hfgh, and yefled. 

But in another minute, before Fraiiu had got 
his breath again, the boy turned round, rubbing 
hard with one hand, patted him, and delivered a 
“ Well done ! ” more stinging than a dozen cuts. 
Frank succumbed. 

“ I say, just let m^ feel your muscle,” said 
Reginald, passing scientific fijger-tips up the arm 
of his companion. “ Ah; very good muscle you’ve 
got; you ought just to keep it up, you •see, and 
you’ll do splendidly. Bend your arm up; so. 
I’llbtell you what now; you ought to make no 
end ot a good hitter in time. But you wouldn’t 
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have hurt me a bit if I hadn’t come to such grief 
yesterday. It was a jolly good rod,^ and fluite 
fresh, with no end^ of buds on; but you sem you 
can’t understand, f Of course you* can’t. Then, 
you see, there was the ri 4 e over here. Riding 
doesn’t usugiUy make me lose leather; but to-day, 
you know—that is, you don’t know. But you 
will.” 

Reginald gave a pathetic nod, ^indicative of 
untold horrors. 

I ■ 

*.Frank had begun a meelAxcuse, which was cut 
short with imperious grace. 

“ My dear fellow, don’t bother yourself. I 
don’f mind. You’ll have to learn how to stand a 
cut before you leave home ; dr the first time you’re 
sent up, by Jove ! how you will squeak ! There 
was a fellow like you last half (Audley his name 
was), who had never been flogged till he came to 
school; he was a nica sort of feUow enough, but 
when they told him to-go down—^look here, he 
went in this way.” And Reginald proceeded to 
enact the whole^.^ene, making an inoffensive 
laurel-bush represent the^agellated novice, whose 
yells aifd contortions he rendered with fearful 
effect, plying his whip vigorously between whiles, 
till a rain of gashed leaves inundated the grayd, 
and giving at the same time vocal imitations of 
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the swish of the absent birch-twigs and the voice 
of the officiating master, as it fulminated words 
of objlirgation and jocose contui]^ely at every other 
cut. The vivi<rportraiture of the awful thing, and 
Redgie’s subsequent description (too graphic and 
terrible in its naked realism to be reproduced) 
of the culprit’s subsequent appearance and 
demeanour, and of his usage at the hands of 
indignant schgolboys, whose sense of propriety 
his base behaviour unc^r punishment had out¬ 
raged in its tenderes^ part, all this made the 
youthful hearer’s blood shiver deliciously, and 
his nerves tingle with a tremulous sympathy. He 
was grateful for this experience, and felt dlder 
than five minutes sindh. Reginald, too, remark¬ 
ing and relishing the impression made, felt kindly 
towards his junior, and promised, by implication, 
a continuance of his patronage. 

When they went in t« luncheon, Redgie 
examined his friend’s sijter with the acute eyes 
of a boy of the world, and evidently approved 
of her; became, indeed, quit^^jbdued, ** lowly 
and serviceable,” on finding that* thirteen took 
a high tone with eleven, and was not prepared 
to permit advances on an equal footing. Frank, 
meamtime, was scrutinizing under timid eyelids 
the awful Captain Harewood, in whose hand the 

D 
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eye of his fancy saw, instead of knife and fork, 
a lifted birch, the twigs worn and ^frayed, and 
spotted with filial|blood. I 

Redgie’s father was thirty-efght that year, 
nine years older t^an his ex-wife, but looking 
much more. Mrs. Stanford had a fresh equable 
beauty which might have suited a woman ten 
years younger. The Captain was a handsome 
tall man, square in build, with a ^ard forehead; 
the black eyes and eyebjows he had bequeathed 
to his son, but softeneef^ his own eyes were 
metallic, and the brows heavy, shaggy even. He 
had a hard mouth, with large locked lips; a 
tighit chin, a full smooth moustache, and a wide 
cheek, already furrowed arid sad-looking. Some¬ 
thing of a despot’s justice in the look of him, and 
something of bitter doubt and regret. His host, 
a man twelve years older, had worn much better 
than he had. * « 

When the boys w<ti:c again by themselves, 
Redgie was pleased to, express his sense of the 
merits of Franks sister; a tribute gratefully 
accepted. Clara was ‘stunning for a girl, her 
brothet added—^but was cautious of over-praising 
her. 

I’ve got a sister,” Reginald stated; ** I believe 
she’s a dipper, but I don’t know. Oh^ 1 say, 
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isn’t my grandmother an aunt of yours or some¬ 
thing?” ^ 

** ^nt Helena ? ” said her i^ephew, who held 
her in a certain hot unfriendly a!we. 

“ That’s her,” said R^gie, using a grammatical 
constructioji which, occurring in a Latin theme, 
would have brought down bircli on his bare skin 
to a certainty. ** Isn’t she a brick ? I think 
she’s the greatest I know—that’s about what 
she is.” , 

Frank admftted she'^as kind. • 

“ Kind ? I should think she was, too. She’s 
a trump. But do you-know she hates my go¬ 
vernor like mad. They hardly sjjeak when she 
comes to our crib. Las^ time she came she gave 
me a fiver: she did really.” (Redgie at that age 
wanted usually some time to get up his slang in, 
but when it once be^an, he was great at it, con¬ 
sidering he had never got into a very slang set.) 
“ Well, she says my sister no end of a good one 
to look at by this time; byt 1 think yours must 
be the jolliest. I’ve known lo^of girls ” (the 
implied reticence of accent was, as Lady Mid¬ 
hurst would have said, impayahle), “ but I Aever 
saw such a stunner as she is. She makes a fellow 
fed quite shut up and spooney.” 

This amorous confidence was brought up short 
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by the sudden advent of the two fathm. Meet¬ 
ing the 63^6 of his, Redgie felt his fate, and tingled 
with the anticipated smart of it. All l|is last 
speech had too tlearly dropped word by word 
into the paternal ear; the wretched boy’s face 
reddened ^vith biting blushes to the vejy chin and 
eyelids and hair. When some twenty minutes 
later they parted at the hall-door, Redgie gave 
his friend a pitiful private wink ^nd sadly comic 
shrug, so suggestive of^his impending doom and 
the inevitable ceremony to be‘gone through 
when he reached home again that Frank, having 
seen him ride off quit^ silently a little behind 
his father, tuijtied back into the house with his 
own flesh quivering, and a fearful vague vision 
before his eyes of Reginald some hours later 
twisting his bared limbs under the torture. 

He was eager to gather tjie household verdict 
on his friend; but Reginald had scarcely made 
much of a success \in other quarters. Qara 
thought him* silly and. young of his age (a verdict 
which would bsye finished him at once if he had 
known of it), but adtnitted lie was a handsome 
boy, much prettier and pleasanter to have near 
one than Ernest Radworth. Mr. Che 3 me was 
sorry for the boy, but could hardly put up with 
such a sample of the new race. Redgvs’s conceit 
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and gracious impudence (though it was not 
really a case gt bad tone, he allowed) had evidently 
been tbo much for him. The €aptain, too, had 
expressed uneasiness about hi^ looy, and a sense 
of vexatious outlooks ahead. 

After all there grew up no great* intimacy 
out of this first visit; a mere childish interlude, 
which seemingly had but just result enough to 
establish a certain tie at school afterwards 
between young Cheyne and his second cousin— 
a tie considerably broken in upon by various 
squabbles, and strained often almost to snapping ; 
but, for all that, the vfeit had left its mark-on 
both sides, and had its consequenges. 
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We have taken a flying view of these domestic 
affairs and the people involved in th^, as they 
stood twelve years or so before the date of th 
ensuing correspondence. Something may now I 
understood of the characters andipositions of f-te 
writers; enough, no d<it^t, to make the letters 
eomprehonsible witJiout interloping notes or com¬ 
mentaries. Much incident is not here to be 
looked for; what story ^here is to tell ought at 
least to be giyen with clearness and coherence. 
There remains only by way of preface to sum up 
the changes that fell out between 1849 and 1861. 

At the latter date two deaths and two marri¬ 
ages had taken place ; old JLord CJieyne, much 
bewept by earnest find virtuous merf of all classes, 
had died, laborious tc\the last in the great cause 
of human improvement, and his son, a good deal 
sobered by thib lapse of time and friction of 
accident, had married,*in May 1S59, within a year 
of his accession as aforesaid, his cousin Mrs. 
Stanford’s daughter; she was married on her 
eighteenth birthday, and there was no great ado 
made about it. John Cheyne had diM a year 
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before his brother, having lived long enough to 
see his daughter well married, in 1857, to Mr. 
Ernest RaSworth, whose faij^e tis a man of 
science had gone on increasing ever since he 
came into his property in {853, at tiic age of 
twenty-o]je. His researches in osteol^y were of 
especial value and interest; he was in all ways a 
nan of great provincial mark. 

There is not much else to say; unless ii may 
»;• worth adding that ^Francis Clieyne was at 
.ollegti by this time,^ith an eye to the bar^in 
/cars to come; his father’s property had been 
nuc/ cut into by the share assigned to his sister, 
uul tlicre was just a fair compclonce leffr liim 
o sti.rt upon. Wht;n not at Oxford, he lived 
usually at Lidcombe . • Dlockshani, ? t klom by 
himself at home ; but had for some little time 
past shown a distinct preftireiicc of his cousin’s 
house to his brother-in-law’s, Lord Clicync and he 
being alw’ays on the j^easantest terms. With' 
this ebusin, eighteen years older than liimself, he 
got on now much better than with his old com¬ 
panion Reginald Harevttood, whose Oxford career 
had just ended in the passing over lii» liaplcss 
head of the untimely plougn, and whose friends, 
all^but Lady Midhurst, had pretty well washed 
their hands of him. 




A YEARS LETTERS 

1 

LADY MIDHURST TO MRS. RADWORTH 

Ashton Hildred, Jan. i2ih» 

My Dear Niece : 

I WRITE to beg a faveur of you, and you are 
decidedly the one woman alive I could a^k it 
of. There is no queslion of me in the matter, 
I assure you; I know how little you owe to a 
foolish old aunt, and would on no account tax 
your forbearance so far as to assume the very least 
air of dictation. You will hardly remember what 
good friends we used to he when you were a very 
sniaU member of society indeed. If I ever tried 
then to coax you into making it up with your 
brother after some baby dispute; I recollect I 
always broke down in a lamentable way. The 
one chance at that time was to put the thing 
befoie you on rational grounds. I am trying to 
act on that experience now. 
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Hiis is rather a stupid grand sort of beginning, 
when all I really have to say is that I^want to see 
the whole familyron comfortable terms again—^ 
especially to make you and Amicfa friends. For 
you know it is hopeless tapersuade an old woman 
who is not quite in her dotage that thef e has not 
been a certain coldness—say coolness—of late in 
the relations between you and those Lidcombe 
people. Since my poor brother's deatii, no doubt, 
the place has not had those attractions for Mr. 
Radworth which it had when there was always 
some scientific or philanthropic gathering there *, 
indeed, I suppose your house has supplanted 
Lidcombe as the rallying-point of provincial 
science for miles. By all 1 hear you are becoming 
quite eminent in that line, and it must be delicious 
for 3^011 personally to see how thoroughly your 
husband begins to be appreci/ited. I quite envy 
you the society j^oti must see, and'the pleasure 
you must take in seeing and sharing Mr. Rad- 
worth’s enjoyment of. it. (I trust his sight is 
improving steadily.) But for all this you should 
not quite cast off less fortunate people who have 
not the same tastes and pursuits. You and 
Cheyne were once so comfortable and intimate 
that I am c&rtain he must frequently regret this 
change ; and Amicia, as you know, sets^ far more 
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store by you than any other friend she could 
have abou| her. Do be prevailed upon to take 
pity on the poor child : her husband is a delight¬ 
ful one, and most eager to^ amuse and gratify, 
but 1 know she wants « companion. At her age, 
my dearf^ I could not have lived without one ; 
and at yours, if you were not such a philosopher, 
you ought to be as unable as I was. Men have 
their uses anitheir merits, 1 allow, but you cannot 
live on them. My frjiend, by the by, was not a 
good instance to cite, for she played me a fearful 
trick once; Lady Wells her name was ; I had to 
give her up in the long tun ; but she was cliarming 
at one time, wonderfully bright in her ways, at 
once quick and soft, as it were—just ray idea of 
Madamt. de Lery, in “Un Caprice.” She was 
idolized by all sorts of people, authors particu¬ 
larly, for she to hunt them down with a 
splendid ^ill, and make great play with them 
when caught; but the things the woman used to 
say! and then the people about her went off and 
set them all down in their books. The men 
actually took her storied as samples of what went 
on daily in a certain circle, and wrote tliem dovm, 
altering the names, as if they had been gospel. 
She* told me some before they got into print; 
there ^as nobody she would not mix up in them. 
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and we had to break with her at last in a peace* 
able way. If you ever see an old qovel called 
(I think) “ Vingt-«t-Un,’* or some such name— 
I know there are cards in it—^you will find a picture 
there of your aunt, painted by the author (a Mr. 
Caddell) after a design by Lady Wells. .?! am the 
Lady Manhurst of that nice book. I cheat at 
cards ; I break the heart of a rising poet (that is, 
I never would let Sir Thomas inviteiMr. Caddell); 
and 1 make two brothess^ fight a duel, and one 
is*killed through my direct agency. I run away 
with a Lord Avery; I am not certain that my 
husband dies a natural death; 1 rather think, 
indeed, that I poison him in the last chapter but 
one. Finally, I become a Catholic; and Lord 
Avery recognizes me in the conventual garb, the 
day after my noviciate is out, and immediately 
takes leave of his senses. 1 hope 1 died penitent; 
but I really forget about that. Yoti see what 
sort of things one could make people believe in 
those days ; I suppose there is no fear of a liaison 
dangereusc of that sort between you and poor 
little Amicia. She has**not much of the Lady 
Wells type in her. 

I have a graver reason, as you probably 
imagine by this time, for wishing you to see a 
little of Amicia just now. It is rather difficult to 
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write about, but I am sure you will see things 
better for yourself than I could make you if I 
were to scribble for ever in tl^s cautious round¬ 
about way ; anil I can trust so thoroughly in your 
good feeling and good«sense and acuteness, that 
I know you wdl do what is right and* useful and 
honourable. It is a great thing to know of any¬ 
body who has a head that can be relied upon. 
Good hearts agid good feelings are easy to pick up, 
but a good clear scn^ble liead is a godsend. 
Nothing else’could ever get us through this little 
family business in reasonable quiet. 

I fear you must have heard some absurd 
running rumours about your brother’s last* slay 
at Lidcombe. People who always see what never 
exists ar. beginning to talk of his devotion to poor 
dear Amicia. Now I of course know, and you of 
course know, thai^ there never could be anything 
serious on *1001 in such a quarter. The boy is 
hardly of age, and might be at scliool as far as that 
goes. Besides, Cheyne and Amicia are devoted 
to each other, as we all see. My only fear would 
be for poor Frank himself. If he did get any 
folly of a certain kind into his head ft might 
cause infinite personal trouble, and give serious 
pain to more people than one. 1 have seen more 
than once how much real harm can come out of 
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such things. I wonder if you ever heard your 
poor father speak of Mrs. Askew, Walter Askew’s 
wife, who was a grfat beauty in our time ? Both 
my brothers used to rave abouther; she had 
features of that pure long type you get in pictures, 
and eyes that were certainly mieux fendu% than any 
I ever saw, dim deep grey, half lighted under the 
heaviest eyelids, with a sleepy sparkle in them : 
faulty in her carriage, very; you bad to look at 
her sitting to understand the effect she used to 
make. Her husband was very fond of her, and 
a cleverish sort of man, but too light and lasy to 
do all he should have done. Well, a Mr. Chet- 
wood, the son of a very old friend of mine (they 
used to live here), became infatuated about her. 
Spent days and days in pursuit of her ; made him¬ 
self a perfect jest. Ever 3 nvhere she went there 
was this wretched man hanging on at her heels. 
They were not muchr to hang on to, by the by, 
for she had horrid feet. To this day I believe 
he never got anything by it; if the woman ever 
cared for anybody in her life it was your father; 
but Mr. Askew had to take notice of it at last; 
the other got into a passion and insuhed him 
(1 am afraid they were both over-excited—^it was 
after one of my husband’s huge dinners, and they 
camefup^in a most dreadful state of rage, and 
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trying to behave well, with their faces actually 
trembling all over and the most fearful eyes), 
and there was a duel and the hi^band was killed, 
and Chetwood hS,d to fly the country, people made 
it out such a bad case, gtnd he was ruined—died 
abroad within the year; he had spent all his 
money before the last business. The woman 
afterwards married Dean Bainbridge, the famous 
Waterworlh preacher, you know, who used to be 
such a friend of my friend Captain Harewood’s 

t 

for the last year or two of his life ; he had buriedf 
his third wife by that time; Mrs. A. was the 
second. He was a detestable man, and had a 
voice exactly like a cat with a bad cold in Ihe 
head. * 

Now if anything of this sort were to happen to 
Francis (not that I am afraid of my two nephews 
cutting each other’s throats—^bnt so much may 
happen short#of that), it is just the kind of thing 
he might never get well over. He and Amy are 
about the same age, I thinj^, or he may be a year 
older. In a case like this, of amicable intimacy 
between two persons, one married, there is neces¬ 
sarily a certain floating amount of ridicule im¬ 
plied, even where there is nothing more; and the 
whole«of this ridicule must fall in the long run 
upon the«lder person of the two. I am not sure, 
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of course, that there is any ground for fear just 
now, but to avoid the least chance of scandal, 

c 

still more of ridicule, it is always worth while 
being at any pains. Nobody loiows hm well 
worth while it is till they are turned of thirty. 
Now you •must see, supposing there is anything in 
this unfortunate report, that I cannot possibly be 
of the least use. Imagine me writmg to that 
poor child to say she must not sce-so much of her 
cousin, or to Frank in\ploring him to spare the 
domestic peace of Lidcombe ! It* would be too 
absurd for me to seem as if I saw or heard any¬ 
thing of the matter. *A screeching, cackling 
grandmother, running round the yard with all her 
frowsy old feathers ruflled at the sight of such 
a miserable red rag as that, would be a thing to 
laugh at for a year; and I have no intention of 
helping people to a laugh at ipy white hairs (they 
are quite white novf). * 

Or would you have me write to Cheyne ? La 
bonne farce! •as Redgie Harewood says, since he 
has been in Paris. Conceive the delicate im¬ 
pressive way one would have to begin the letter 
in, so as not to arouse the dormant serpents in 
a husband’s heart. Think of the soft suggestive 
lago style one would have to adopt, so as to inti¬ 
mate the awfullest possibilities without* any hard 
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flat assertion. Poor good Edmund too, of all 
people! Imagine the bewildered way in which he 
wordd begin the part of Othello^ without in the 
least knowing Sow—^without ^so much as an 
Ethiopian dye to help him out! You must allow 
that in writing to you 1 have done all I could; 
more, I do believe and hope, than there was any 
need of my doing; but I look to your goodness 
and aflection fof your brother to excuse me. I 
want merely to suggest tljat you should keep a 
quiet friendly ^atch over Frank, so as to save- 
him any distress or difficulty in the future. A 
sister rather older and wiser than himself ought 
really to be about the best help and mainstay a 
boy of his age can have. If I had had but five 
years or so more to back me, I might have saved 
your father some scrapes at that time of life. 

1 have one more jgetition to my dear niece: be 
as patient with my garrulous exigeance as you can. 
If you see Reginald Harewood this winter, as I 
dare say you will—^he is pretty sure to be at Lid- 
combe before the month is out—may 1 beg your 
bienveillance towards the poor boy ? ‘ He is sat 
upon ” (as he says) just now to such an extent that 
it is a real charity in any one to show him a little 
kindness. I know his brilliant college career is 
not a prepossessing episode in his history; but so 

£ 
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many boys do so much worse—and come o£^ so 
much better I That insufferable Captain Hare* 
wood behaves as if every one else’s son had made 
the most successful studies, and at the end of 
three years saved up ai small but decent income 
out of kis annual allowance. If my father had 
only had to pay two hundred for the college debts 
of yours! I cannot conceive what parents will 
be in the next generation *. I jyn sure we were 
good-natured enough on ours, and you see what 
our successors are. * 

If Mr. Radworth has spare time enough, in the 
intervals of his invaluable labours, to be reminded 
of an old wopian’s unprofitable existence, will you 
remember me to him in the kindest way ? and, if 
you have toiled through my letter, accept the love 
and apologies of your affectionate aunt. 
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11 

MRS. RADWORTH TO FRANCIS CHEYNE 

Blocksham, Jan. i6lh. 

My Dear Frank : 

If you had taken my advice you would have 
arranged either to stay up at Oxford during the 
vacation, or at least to be back by the beginning 
of next term. Of coursie, we should like of all 
things to have you here as long as you chose to 
stay, and it would be nicer for you, I should 
think, than going back to fog and splashed snow 
in London; but our half engagement to Lidcombe 
upsets everytfiing. Ernest is perfectly restless 
just now; between his dislike of moving and his 
wish to see the old Lidcombe museum again, he 
does nothing but papillonner about the house in 
a beetle-headed way, instead of sticking to his 
cobwebs, as a domestic spider should. Arc you 
also bent upon Lidcombe ? For, if you go, we go. 
Make u^ your mind to that. If you don’t, I can 
easily pereuade Ernest that his museum has 
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fallen to dust and tatters under the existing 
d 3 masty, which, indeed, is not so tunlikely to be 
true. Amicia writes very engagingly to me, just 
the sort of letter'one would have expected, limp, 
amiable, rather a smirking style; flaccid con¬ 
descension ; evidently feels herself agreeable and 
gracious. I am rather curious to see how things 
get on there. You seem to have impressed 
people somehow with an idea ^at during your 
last visit the household harmoqy suffered some 
blow or other which it has not got over yet. Is 
there any truth in th^ notion ? But of course, 
ii there were, I should have known of it before 
now, if I wefe ever to know it at all. 

I have had a preposterous letter from Aunt 
Midhurst; the woman is really getting past her 
work : her satire is vicious, stupid, pointless to 
a degree. Somebody has been ogerating on her 
fangs, 1 suppose, and extracting the venom. It 
is curious to remember what one always heard 
about her wit and insight and power of reading 
character; she has fallen into a sort of hashed 
style, between a French portih^e and a Dickens 
nurse. It makes one quite sorry to read the sort 
of stuff she has come to writing, and think that 
she was once great as a talker and letter-writer— 
like looking at her grey fierce old face {museau 
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de louve^ SIS she called it once to me) and remem¬ 
bering that she was thought a beauty. Still you 
know some people to this day ^alk about tlic 
softness and beauty of her fac^ and looks, and 
I suppose she is diiferenti to them. To me she 
always looked like a cat, or some bad sort^f bird, 
with those grepsh-green eyes and their purple 
pupils. 

I need hardly«tcll you that since you were here 
last the place has been most dismal. Ernest has 
taken to insects* now ; il me mmiqnait cela. He 
has a room full of the most dreadful specimens. 
In the evenings he reads mS extracts from his MS. 
treatise on the subject, ^hich is to be published 
in the “ County Philosophical and Scientific 
Transactions.” Qest rejouissanl! After all, I 
think you are right not to come here more than 
you can help. The ebarity your coming would be 
to me you mdst know; but irt) doubt it would 
have to be too dearly paid for. 

Lady Midhurst tells me-that your ex-ally in 
old days, and my ex-enemy, Reginald Harewood, 
is to be at Lidcombe by thfe end of this month. 
Have you seen him since the disgraceful finale of 
his Oxford studies ? I remember having met 
him a hionth or two since wh^ I called on her 
in Londoft, and he did not seem to me much 
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improved. One is rather sorry for him, but it 
is really too much to be expected \o put up with 
that kind of youig man because of his disadvan¬ 
tages. I liope you do not mean to renew that 
absurd sort of intimacy which he had drawn you 
into at 6ne time. ' 

I am rather anxious to see Lidcombe in its 
present state, so I think we shall have to go ; but 
seriously, if people are foolish * enough to talk 
about your relation!^ •there, I would not go, in 
your place. I am not going to write you homilies 
after the fashion of Lady M., or appeal to your 
good feeling on the absurd subject; I never did 
go in for adyice. Do ^s you like, but I don’t 
think you ought to go. 

Ernest no doubt would send vou all sorts of 
messages, but I am not going to break in upon 
the room sacred to beetle^ and bones ; so you 
must be content with my love and good wishes for 
the year. 
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III 

tADY MIDHURST TO LADY CIIEYNE 

Ashlon Hildrcci, Jan. 24th. 

My Dear Child : 

You are nervdUs about your husband’s part in 
the business; cda se voit; but T hardly see why 
you are to come crying td an old woman like me 
about the matter. Tears on paper are merfely 
blots, please remember; you cannot write them 
out grac fully. Try to compress your style a 
little ; be as sententious, as you can—terse com¬ 
plaints are really effective. I never cried over a 
letter but onee, and then it w*as over one of my 
husband’s! Poor good Sir Thomas was natur¬ 
ally given to the curt liaQi style, and yet one 
could see he was almost out of his mind with dis¬ 
tress. I suppose you know we lived apart in a 
quiet way for the last ten years of his life. It 
was odd he should take it to heart in the way he 
did; for I know he was quiie senously in love with 
a most hanid little French actress that had been 
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(I believe she was Irish myself, but she called 
herself Mile des Graves —such a name! I’m 
almost certain her real one was Ellen Greaves —ol 
dreadful wretch qf a woman, with a complexion 
like bad fruit, absolutely a greenish brown when 
you saw^her in some lights); and tht poor man 
used to whimper about H41ene to his friends in 
a perfectly abject way. Captain H. told me so ; 
he was of my friends at that epoch; he was court¬ 
ing your mother, and< An consequence hers also. 
Indeed, I believe he was in love with me at the 
time, though I am ten years older; however, I 
imagine it looks the other way now. Wheq. I saw 
him last he was greyer than Ernest Radworth. 
That wife of his (E. R.’s, I mean) is enough to 
turn any man’s hair grey ; I assure you, my dear 
child, she makes my three hairs stand on end. 
Her style is something too awful, like the most 
detestable sort of young man. She will be the 
ruin of poor dear Redgie if we don’t pick him up 
somehow and keep him out of her way. He was 
quite the nicest boy I ever knew, and used to 
make me laugh by the^hour; there was a splendid 
natural silliness in him, and quantities of verve 
and fun—^what Mrs. Radworth, I suppose, calls 
pluck or go. Still, when one thinks she is break¬ 
ing Ernest’s heart and bringing Captain Hare- 
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wood’s fifsi grey hairs to the grave with vexation, 
I declare I could forgive her a good deal if she 
were only a lady. But she istj’t in the least, and 
I am ashamed to remember ghe is my niece; her 
manners are exactly what Mile (ireaves’s must 
have bedh, allowing for the difference of times. I 
am quite certain she will be the death of poor 
Redgie. He was always the most unfortunate boy 
on this earth*; I dare say you remember how he 
was brought up—always worried and punished 
and sermonized, ever since he was a perfect 
baby ; enough to drive any boy mad, and get him 
into an infinity of the'most awful scrapes when 
he grew up : but I did think he might have* kept 
out of this one. Clara Radworth must be at least 
six yt.irs older than he is. I believe she has 
taken to painting already. If there was only a 
little bit of scandal in the matter! but that is 
past praying for. It is a regular quiet amicable 
innocent alliance; the very worst thing for such 
a boy in the world. , 

I have gone on writing about your poor 
brother and all those dreadful people, and quite 
forgotten all I meant to say to you : but* really I 
want you to exert your influence over Redgie. 
Get him to come and stay with you at once, 
before? the Radworths arrive; I wish to Heaven 
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he could come here to be talked round. 1 know 
I could manage him. Didn’t 1 manage him when 
he was fourteen, awd ran away from home over 
here, and you brought him in ? You were 
delicious at eleven, my dear, and fell in love with 
him on the spot, like your (and his) oH grand¬ 
mother. Didn’t I send him back at once, though 
1 saw what a state be was in, poor dear boy, and 
in spite of you and his mother ? I could cry to 
this day when 1 think vi{hat a beautiful boy he 
was to look at, and how hard it was'to pack him 
oh in that way, knowing as we all did that he 
would be three-quarters murdered when he got 
home' (and I declare Captain Harewood ought to 
have been put in the pillory for the way he used 
to whip that boy every day in the week—I firmly 
believe it was all out of spite to his mother and 
me); and you all thought me and your father 
desperately cruel people, you know, * as bad as 
Redgie’s father; but I was nearly as soft at 
heart as either of you, apd after he went away in 
the gig I cried for five minutes by myself. Never 
cry in public (that is, of course, not irrepressibly) 
as your‘mother did then, and if you ever have 
children don’t put your arms round their necks 
and make scenes; it never did any good, and 
people always get angry, for it makes them look 
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fools, and they give yon an absurd reputation in 
the boiled-milk line. Your father was quite put 
out with her after that dembt^trative scene with 
Redgie, and it only made iqatters worse for the 
boy at parting, without saving him a single cut 
of tlie ibd when he got home, poor* fellow! I 
never was sorrier for anybody myself; he was 
such a pretty boy ; you ought to remember : for 
after all he is your half-brother, and might have 
been a whole one if Captain H. liad not been such 
a ruffian. Your poor mother never was the best 
of managers, but she had a great deal to bear. 

Here I have got off Sgain on the subject of my 
stupid old affection for Redgie,^ and made you 
think me the most unbearable of grandmothers. 
I muj.l try and show you that there are some 
sparks of sense left in the ashes of my old woman’s 
twaddle. But do you know you have made it 
really difficult for me to advise you ? You write 
asking what to do, and I have only to think what 
I want you to avoid ; for.of course you will do the 
reverse of what I tell you. And in effect it seems 
to me to matter very little what you do just now. 
However, read over this next paragraph ; con¬ 
strue it carefully by contraries ; and see what you 
thiftk of that in the way of advice. 

In^te Frank to Lidcombe, as soon as the 
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Radworths come; get up your plan of conduct 
after some French novel—Balzac is a good model 
if you can live up Xo him ; encourage Mrs. Rad- 
worth, don’t snub her in any way, let her begin 
patronizing you again; she will if you manage 
her properl}'; be quite the child with herf and, if 
you can, be the fool with her husband; but you 
must play this stroke very delicately, just the 
least push in the world, so as to try ior a cannon 
off the cushion ; touch these two very lightly so as 
to get them into a nice place for yofi, when you 
must choose your next stroke. I should say, get 
the two balls into the midcrie pocket—if I thought 
there *was a chance of your understanding. But 
I can hear you sa 3 ^ing, “ Middle pocket ? such 
an absurd way of trying at wit!—and what does 
it mean after all ? ” My dear, there is a moral 
middle pocket in every nice well-regulated family; 
always remember and act on this.«» If Lord 
Che 5 me or Mrs. Radworth, or either of them, can 
but be got into it quietly, there is your game. The 
lower pocket would spoil all, however neatly you 
played for it; but this •! know you will never 
understand. And yet I assure you all the beauty 
of the game depends on it. 

If you don’t like this style—I should be Tilery 
sorry if you did, and it would give me the worsi 
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opinion of your head —I can only give you little 
practical l^ints, on the chance of their being use¬ 
ful. You knpw I never had any great liking for 
my nephew Francis. His father was certainly 
the stupider of my two brothers; and, my dear, 
you have no idea what that implies. • If you had 
known your husband’s father, your own great- 
uncle, you would not believe me when I say his 
brother was stupider. But John was ; I suppose 
there never was a greater idiot than J ohn. Rather 
a clever idiot, too, and used to work and live 
desperately hard on occasion; but, good Heavens! 
And I can’t help thinking the children take after 
him in some things. Clara to^ be sure is the 
image of her mother—a portentous image it is, 
and 1 ao sometimes think one ought to try and 
be sorry for Ernest Radworth, but I positively 
cannot; and Fr^gak is not without his points of 
likeness tef her. Still the father will crop out, as 
people say nowadays in their ugly slang. Keep 
an eye on the father, my dear, and compare him 
with your husband when he does turn up. I 
don’t want you to be rude to anybody, or to put 
yourself out of the way in the least. Only not 
to trust either of those two cousins too far. As 
fo/Che 3 me’s liking for Clara Radworth, I wouldn’t 
vex irfyself about that. She cares more just now 
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for the younger bird—1 declare the woman makes 
me talk her style, at sixty and a little over. 
There is certainly something very gpod about her, 
whatever we two ipay think. If you will hold 
her off Redgie while he is in the house (do, for 
my sake, I entreat of you) I will warrant your 
husband against her. She will not try anything 
in that quarter unless she has something else in 
hand. Cheyne is an admirable vlouble; any 
pleasant sort of woman rcan attract him to her, 
but no human power will attract him J^om you. 
There is your comfort—or your curse, as you 
choose to make it. C. K. would never think of 
him except as a Jjackgroundm one of her pictures. 
He would throw out Redgie, for example, beauti¬ 
fully, and give immense life and meaning to the 
composition of her effects. But as I know you 
have no other visitor at Lidcombe who is human in 
any mentionable degree, I imagine she will rest 
on her oars—if you do but keep her off my poor 
Redgie. You see I want you to have a sight of 
them together, that you may study and under¬ 
stand her—on that ground only I authorize you 
to invite her and Ernest while Redgie is still with 
you (besides you will be better able to help him 
if you see it beginning again wndef your fi&e ); 
not in the least because the Radworths^ being 
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there is a pretext for inviting Frank Cheyne, and 
Clara a good firescreen for you; d Dieu ne plaise^ 
1 am not <jUite such a liberal (^d woman as that. 

But I want you to be ligh^ in your handling of 
C. R.; give her play : it will be a charming educa¬ 
tion for* you. If you do this—even# supposing 
I am wrong about your husband’s devotion to 
you—^you are sure of him. Item: if you can 
once come ovtr her (but for Heaven’s sake don’t 
irritate or really frighten^ her) she will be a capital 
friend for yOu. Find out, too, how lier brother 
feels towards her, and write me word, that I may 
form my own ideas as Co him. If he appreciates 
without overrating her there must be some ^ense 
in him. She is one of those women who arc 
usuall;^ overrated by the men, and underrated by 
the women, capable of appreciating them. Mind 
you never take to despising any character of that 
sort. I moan if there is a character in the case. 

I have written you a shamefully long letter, 
and hardly a word to the point in it I dare say 
you think ; besides, 1 am not at all sure I should 
have written part of it to a good young married 
woman ; there is one comfort, you won’t see what 
1 mean in the least. One thing you must take 
on itrust, that 1 do seriously with all my heart 
hope and mean to serve you, my dear child, and 
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help you to hve well and wisely and happily— 
as I must say you ought. Do take care of 
Redgie ; I regard that boy as at least'three years 
yoimger than you instead of three years older. 
Love to both of you, from your mother and 

Your very affectionate 

H. Midhurst. 
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IV 

FRANCIS CHEYNE TO MRS. RAD WORTH 

London, Jan. 25th. 

My Dearest Clara : 

I AM off to Lidcombe in ^ fortnight’s time, and 
shall certainly not return to Oxford (if I do at 
all) tiU the summer term. I really wonder you 
should think it worth while to dwell for a second 
on what Lady Midhurst may choose to say : fo! I 
cannot suppose you have any other grounds to go 
on than Uiis letter of hers ; and certainly I do not 
intend to alter my plans in the least on account of 
her absurdities. You must remember what our 
father used ta say afeout her “ impotent inconti¬ 
nence of tongue.” I should be ashamed to let a 
vicious, virulent old aunt influence mp in any way. 
I am fond of our cousins, and enjoy being with 
them ; it is a nice house tp stay at, and, as long 
as we all enjoy being there together, I cannot see 
why we should listen to any spiteful and senseless 
commentaries. To meet you there will of course 
make it all the pleasanter; I need not fear that 

F 
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you will take the overseer line with me, what¬ 
ever our aunt’s wisdom may suggest. As to 
Amicia, I think she is very delightful to be with, 
and fond of us<all in a friendly amiable way; 
and I know she is very beautiful and agreeable 
to look at or talk to, which never spoils any¬ 
thing ; but as to falling in love, you must have 
the sense to know that nobody over eighteen, or 
out of a bad French novel, would run his head 
into such a mess : to siy nothing of the absurdity 
or the villainy of such a thing. * It all comes of 
the ridiculous and infamous sort of reading which 
1 have no doubt the dear aunt privately indulges 
in. I do hope you will never quote her authonty 
to me again, even in chaff. I never can be v 
that she really had the bringing up of Ami cia in 
her own hands; it is wonderful how httle of the 
Midhurst mark has been left on I suppose 
her father was a nicer sort of fellow to begin with ; 
for as to our cousin Mrs. Stanford, one can hardly 
suppose that she bequeathed Amy an antidote to 
her own blood. I am sure her son has enough 
of the original stamp on him: I do not wonder 
at Lady M.’s liking for him, considering. You 
decidedly need not be in the least afraid of any 
excessive intimacy between us. Redgie^ Hare- 
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wood has been some weeks in town it seems, and 
I have met lym two or three times. I agree with 
you that he is j/List what he usi!d to be, only on 
a growing scale. At school I /emember he used 
simply to j^n&r nine do-fs out of ten, and on the 
tenth either get into some serious row, or turn up 
with a decent set of verses for once in a way. 
I dare say he will be rather an available sort of 
inmate at Liddombe: you will have to put up 
with him at all v.venls if ycfli go, loi I believe he is 
there already. Really, if yon can get on with 
lijjn at hrsi. i think you will find there are worse 
lelkAVh. gcarig. It appears, for one thing, tljat 
'ais admiration of you is immense. . He does me 
tile honour to seek me out, rather with a view I 
.ipposc oi getting me to talk about you. That 
neetmg here m London, after his final flight from 
Oxierd mists in the 5 ).utumn term, seems to have 
done for him*just now. So, if you ever begin 
upon the subject of Amicia to me, I shall retort 
upon you with that desirable brother of hers. 
1 should like to see old Harewood’s face if his 
son were ever to treat him fo such a rhapsody as 
was inflicted upon me the last time Reginald was 
in my rooms here. 

I sfert next week, so probably I shall be at 



68 


LOVE’S CROSS-CURRE'iJTS 


Lord Che3me*s before you. Come as soon as 
you can after me, and take care of Ernest. Do 
as you like for flic rest, but pra^ write no more 
Midhurst letters ^t second-hand to 

Your affectionate brother, 

Francis Cheyne. 
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LADY CHEYNE TO FRANCIS CHEYNE 

Lidcombe, Feb. ist. 

You kjaow, I h®pe, that we expect your sister and 
Mr. Radworth in the course of the week ? I 
have had the kindest letter from her, and it will 
be a real pleasure to see something more of them 
at last. I have always liked your brother-in-law 
very much; I never could Amderstand yftur 
objection to scientific men. They seem to me 
the most quiet, innocuous, good sort of people 
one could wish to see. I quite understand Clara’s 
preferring one to a political or poetical kind 
of man. Ycsi and Reginald are oppressive with 
your violent theories and enthusiasms, but a 
nice peaceable spirit of research never puts out 
anybody, I remember thinking Mr. Radworth’s 
excitement and delight abput his last subject of 
study quite touching; I am sure I should enter 
into his pursuits most ardently if I were his wife. 
It is strange to me to remember I have not seen 
either o£»them since they called last at Ashton 
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Hildred, a few months before my marriage. I 
suspect your sister has a certain amount of con¬ 
tempt for my ag^ and understanding; all I hope 
is that I shall not^ disgrace m3^elf in the eyes of 
such a clever person as she is. Clara is one of 
the people I have alwa}^ been a little in awe of ; 
and I quite believe, if the truth were known, you 
are rather of the same way of feeling yourself. 
However, I look to you to help me, and I dare 
say she will be lenient on the whole. Her letter 
was very gracious. 

I suppose you have heard of Reginald’s 
arrival ? He is wild at the notion of seeing your 
sister again. I nevei saw anybody so excited or 
so intense in his way of expressing admiration. 
It seems she is his idea of perfect grace and charm ; 
I am very glad he has such a good one, but he is 
dreadfully unflattering to me in the meantime, 
and wants to form everybody upon her model. 
I hope you are not so inflammable on European 
matters as he.seems to be; but I know you used 
to be worse. Since he has taken up with Italy, 
there is no living with him on conservative 
terms. Last year he was in such a state of mind 
about Garibaldi and the Sicilian business that he 
would hardly take notice of such insignificant 
.jpeople as we are. My husband has gone through 
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all that stage (he sa 3 rs he has), and is now rather 
impatient of the sort of thing; he has become 
a steady ally, bn principle, of strong governments. 
No doubt, as he* sa57s, men cojae to see things 
differently at thirty, gnd understand their 
practical bearing; but nothing will get Reginald 
to take a sane view of the question, or (as Clieyne 
puts it) to consider possibilities and make allow¬ 
ance foj: contingent results. So, yoq see, you are 
wanted dreadfully to keep peace between the 
factions. Redgie is quite capable of challenging 
his brother-in-law to mortal combat on the issue 
of the Roman question. 

Lord Cheyne is busy just now with some 
private politics of his own, about which he 
admits of no advice. If he should ever take his 
seat, and throw his weight openly into the scale 
of his party, I suppose neither you nor Reginald 
would ever s^eak to either of us ? I wish there 
were no questions in the world; but after all 1 
think they hardly divide people as much as they 
threaten to do. So we must hope to retain our 
friends as long as they wilj endure us, in spite of 
opinions, and make the most of them in the 
interval. We look for you on the fifth. 

Believe me, ever your affectionate cousin, 

A. Cheyne. 
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VI 

LADY MIDHURST TO REGINALD IIAREWOOD 
p Ashton IJildred, Fel^. 21st. 

Oh, if you were but ^ve or six years younger 
(you know you were at school siy* years ago, my 
dear boy)! what a letter I would write your 
tutor! Upon my word I should like of all 
things to get you a good sound flogging. It is 
the only way to manage you, I am persuaded, I 
wish to Heaven I had the handling of you: 
when I think how sorry we all were for you when 
you were a boy and your father used to flog you ! 
You wrote me the comicalfest lexers in those 
days; I have got some still. If I had only 
known how richly you deserved it! Captain 
Harewood always let you off too easily, I have 
not an atom of doubt. How any one can be such 
a mere schoolboy at your age I cannot possibly 
conceive. People have no business to treat you 
like a man. You are nothing but a great duU 
dunce of a fifth-form boy (lower fifth, if you 
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please), and ought to be treated like one. You 
don’t look at things in a grown-up way. 

I want *10 know what on^earth took you to 
Lidcombe when those RadHPorths were there ? 
Of course you can’t sty. Now I tell you, you 
had better have put that harebrairibd absurd 
boy’s head of yours into a wasps’ nest—do you 
remember a certain letter of yours to me, nine 
years ago, about wasps, and wbat a joUy good 
swishing you got for rwning your head into a 
nest of them,* against all orders ? you thought it 
no end of a chouse then (I kept your letter, you 
see ; I do keep children’s letters sometimes, they 
are such fun—I could show you some of Amicia’s 
that are perfect studies) to be birched for getting 
stuiig, though it was only a good wholesome 
counter-irritant; if all the smart had been in 
your face, I have no doubt you would have been 
quite ill for«, week ; luckily your dear good father 
knew of a counter-cure for inflammation of the 
skin. Well, I can tell you now .that what you 
sufEered at that tender age w;as nothing to what 
you will have to bear now if you don’t run at 
once. Neither the stinging of wasps nor the 
stinging of birch rods is one quarter so bad as the 
hornets’ stings and vipers’ bites you are running 
the risk of. You will say I can’t know that, not 
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having your experience as to one infliction at 
least; but I have been stung, and I have been 
talked of; and if a^ny quantity of whipping you 
ever got made you smart more than the latter 
process has made me, all I ''an say is that between 
your fathefi' and the birch you must assuredly 
have got your deserts for once, in a way to 
satisfy even me if I had seen it. I hope you have, 
once or twice, in your younger da 3 PS; if so, you 
must have been flogged wjthin an inch of your life. 

However that may be, I assure'you I have 
been talked within an inch of mine more than 
once. And so will you if you go on. I entreat 
and implore you to take my silly old word for it. 
Of course I am well enough aware you don’t 
mind ; boys never do till they are eaten up body 
and bones. But you really (as no doubt you 
were often told in the old times of Dr. Birken- 
shaw)—^you really must be made ta mind, my 
dear Redgic. It is a great deal worse for a man 
than for a wonian to get talked about in such a 
way as you two will be. If there was any real 
danger for your cousin you don’t suppose I 
would let Amicia have you both in the house at 
once ? But as you are the only person who can 
possibly come to harm through this nonsensical 
business, I can only write to you and bore you to 
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death. I have no doubt you are riding with 
Qara at this minute; or writing verses—*Amicia 
sent me yoilr last seaside sonnet—detestable it 
was; or boating; or doing sqjnething dreadful. 
It is really exceedingly.bad for you: I wish to 
goodness you had a profession, or were'living in 
London at least. If you could but hear me 
talking you over with Mr. Stanford! and the 
heavy, smiling*sort of way in whioh he “ regrets 
that young Harewood shcyild be wasting his time 
in that lameiftable manner—believes there was 
some good in him at one time, but this miserable 
vie de fldneur, Lady Midhurst” (I always bow 
when he speaks French in his fearful accent, and 
that stops him), “ would ruin any boy. Is very 
glad Amicia should see something of him now 
and then, but if he is always to be on those terms 
with his father—^most disgraceful,” and so forth. 
Now, do be good for once, and- think it over. I 
don’t mean what your stepfather says (at least, 
the man who ought to have been ypur stepfather, 
if your filial fondness will forgive me for the hint), 
but the way people wilklook at it. I suppose 
I should pique you dreadfully if I were to tell you 
that nobody in the whole earth imagines for a 
second that there is a serious side to the business. 
You are not a compromising sort of person—^you 
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won’t be for some years yet; and you cannot 
compromise Clara. She knows that. So does 
Amicia. So does ^Ernest Radworth ^ven, or he 
ought, if he has a^aything behind his spectacles 
whatever, whicli I have always felt uncertain of. 
1 wonder if I may give you a soft light suggestion 
or two about the object of your vows and verse ? 
I take my courage in both hands and begin. 
C. R. (you will remember I saw nearly as jnuch 
of her when she was a girl as I did of Amicia, and 
I always made a point of getting* my nephews 
and nieces off by heart) is one of the cleverest 
stupid women I know, but nothing more. Her 
tone is, distinctly, bad. She has the sense to 
know this, but not to improve it. The best 
thing I have ever noticed about her is that, 
under these circumstances, she resolves to make 

the most of it. And I quite allow she is very 

!■ 

effective when at her best—^very taking, especially 
with boys. When she was quite little, she was 
the delight of male playfellows; girls always 
detested her, as women do now. (You may put 
down my harsh judgment of her to the score of 
my being a woman, if you think one can be a 
woman at my age —o thing I believe to be im¬ 
possible, if one has had the veiy smallest sAiare 
of brains to start with.) She can’t b© better 
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than her style, but she won’t be worse. I prefer 
Amicia, I must say; but, when one thinks she 
might have ]peen like Lady Frances Law— 
I assure you I do Clara justice when I recol¬ 
lect the existence of tUat woman,—or Lucretia 
Fielding (you must have seen her at Licicombe); 
but, if 1 had had a niece like that, I should have 
died of her. A rapid sometliing in phobia— 
neptiphobia ^ould it be ? I sifppose not; it 
sounds barbaric, but my»Greek was always very 
shaky. I learned of my husband; he had been 
consul at some horrible hole or other; but, any¬ 
how, it would have carried me off—in ten days, 
at the outside. And I hope she wpuld have been 
hanged. 

Tb upshot of all this is just that our dear 
C. R. is one of the safest women alive. Not for 
other people, mind^; not safe for you ; not safe by 
any means #or her husband; Iftit as safe for her¬ 
self as I am, or as the Queen is. She knows her 
place, and keeps to it; ayd any average man or 
woman who will just do that can do anything. 
She is a splendid manager in her way—a bad, 
petty, rather unwise way, I must and do think ; 
but she is admirable in it. Like a genre painter. 
Het^/arte is Murillo beggar-boys; don’t you sit 
to her.* A slight sketch now and then in the 
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Leech sporting manner is all very well. Even a 
single study between whiles in the Callot style 
may pass. But f*he gypsy sentiment I cannot 
stand. Seriously,^* my dear Redgie, I will not 
have it. When she has* posed for the ordinary 

I 

fastish woman, she goes in for a sort of Madonna- 
Gitana, a cross of Raphael with Bohemia. It 
will not do for you. 

Shall I tell‘you the real, simple*^truth once for 
all ? I have a great mkid, but I am really afraid 
you will take to hating me. Please don’t, my 
dear boy, if you can help, for I had always a 
great weakness for you, honestly. I hope you 
will always ba decently fond ol me in the long 
run, malgrd all the fast St. Agneses in gypsydom. 
Well, then, she never was in love but once, and 
never will be again. It was with my nephew 
Edmund—^Amicia knows it perfectly—^^vhen his 
father was alive.* She fought for the title and 
the man with a dexterity and vigour and supple¬ 
ness of intellect that was really beautiful in such 
a girl as she was—delicious to see. I have 
always done justice to her character since then. 
My brother would not hear of cousins marr 5 dng, 
probably because he had married one of our 
mother’s French connections, who must liave 
been a second cousin, at least, of his o^. So 
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Che 3 me had to give her up; he was a moral and 
social philosopher in those days, and an attach¬ 
ment more^or Jess was not mi^h to him—^he was 
off with her in no time. But, take my word for 
it, at oi^e time he had been on with^ her, and 
things had gone some distance; people began to 
talk of her as Lady Cheyne that was to be. She 
was a still better study after that defeat than 
wheik in the fliick of the fight. It steadied her 
for life, and she married ISrnest Radworth in six 
months. Three years after my poor brother 
died, and the year after that I married Edmund 
to our dear good little Amicia, as I mean to majjy 
you some day to a Queen of Shebai 

When I say Clara’s failure steadied her, you 
know A'liat I mean ; it made her much more fast 
and loud than she was before—helped in my 
poor opinion to spqil her style, but that is beside 
the question^, the real point is*that it made her 
sensible. She is wonderfully sensible for a clever 
person who is (1 must maintain) naturally stupid, 
or she would have gone on a higher tack altogether 
and been one of the ihost noticeable people 
alive. It is exquisite, charming to an old woman, 
to observe how thoroughly she is up to all the 
points of'allj[,her games. She amuses herself in 
all sort# of the most ingenious ways; makes 
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that wretch Ernest’s life an £g 3 ^tian plague by 
constant friction of his inside skin and endless 
needle-probings of^Jiis sore mental, places: enjo}^ 
all kinds of fun, sparingly and heartily at once, 
like a thoroughly initiated Epicurean (that 
woman is an esoteric of the Garden): and never 
for an instant slips aside from the strait gate and 
narrow way, while she has all the flowers and 
smooth paving^ of the broad one—^at least all the 
enjoyment of them ; or‘perhaps something better. 
She is sublime; anything you like; but she is 
not wholesome. If she were only the least bit 
cleverer than she is I would never say a word. 
Indeed, it would be the best training in the 
world for you to fall into the hands of a re'^l and 
high genius. But you must wait. Show me 
Ath6nais de Montespan and I will allow you any 
folly on her account; but ^with Louise de la 
Valliere I will noi let you commit yfeuirself. You 
will say C. R. is something more than this last: 
I know she isi but not enough. If you had had 
your English history well flogged into you, as it 
should have been if I iiad had the managing of 
matters—^and I should have if your father had 
not been the most—^never mind—-you would 
have leamt to appreciate her. She is quite 
Elizabethan, weakened by a dash of Mafy Stuart. 
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At your age you cannot possibly understand 
how anybody can be at once excitable and cold. 
If you will tdke my word for that fact, I will 
throw you another small piece of experience 
into the bargain. A persdn who does happen to 
combine those two qualities has the happiest 
temperament imaginable. She can enjoy her¬ 
self, her excitability secures that; and she will 
neyer epjoy herSelf too much or pa^^ too high a 
price for anything. Thes* people are always 
exceedingly acute, unless they are absolute 
'j uices, and then they hardly count. I don’t 
mean that their acuteness prevents them from 

A 

v tools, especially if they have a s^trong stupid 
* in them, as many clever excitable people 
rw ladite Marie^ who was admirably 
. Jv ioolish for such a clever cold intellect 
ncy our friend has more of the 
j: .iak '; quite as dangetous a variety, 
aocs set an impulse, God help her 
: lends'. there will be nq fear even then for 
aeiseli ; n-.t the least. Only do you take care ; 
you have Jiot the stuff to make a Leicestt r ; and 
I don’t want you to play Essex to a silver-gilt 
Elizabeth. Silver ?—she is just pinchbeck all 
through? As to heart, that is, and style; her 
wits are wdl enough. 


G 
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Now, if you have got thus far (but I am con¬ 
vinced you will not), you ought to understand 
(but I would lay any wager you d&n’t) what my 
judgment of her Is, and what yours ought to be. 
She is admirable, I repeat again and again, but 
she ought not to be adorable to you; the great 
points about her are just those which appeal to 
the experience of an old woman. The side of 
her that a b6y like you can see 6f himself is just 
the side he ought not to care about. Of course 
he will like it if he is not warned; but I have 
warned you: quite in vain, I am fully prepared 
to hear. If you are in effect allured and fascinated 
by the badr weak side of her I can’t help it : 
liberavi animam meant ; I suppose even my 
dunce of the lower fifth (at twenty-three) can 
construe that. My hand aches, and you may 
thank Heaven it does, or you would get a fresh 
dressing (as people call it) on paper. Do, my 
dear, try to make sense of this long dawdling 
wandering scrawlI meant to be of some use 
when I began. I don’t want to have my nice 
old Redgie made hlto a burnt-offering on the 
twopenny tinselled side-altar of St. Agnes of 
Bohemia. 

I send no message to the Lidcombd" people, 
as I wrote to Amicia yesterday. Give my com* 
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pliments to your father if you dare, I must 

really be very good to waste my time and trouble 

on a set of ^rl^ and bo 3 ^ wl^ are far above 

caring to understand what an old woman means 

by her adv^e. You seen? to me, all of yqn, even 

younger than your ages ; 1 wish you would stick 

to dolls and cricket. Cependant^ as to you, my 

dear boy, I am always 

• • 

• • Your affectionate grandmother, 

Helena Midhurst. 

P.S.—You can show this letter to dear Clara 
if you like. 
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VII 

REGINALD HAREWOOD TO EDWARD ADDLEY 

Li^combe} March ist« 

Did you see last yeir in the Exhibition a por¬ 
trait by Fairfax of my cousin Mrs. Radworth ? 
You know of course I am perfectly well aware 
^he man is an exquisite painter, with no end of 
genius and great qualities in his work; but I 
declare he made a mull of that picture. It was 
what fellows call a fiasco—complete. Imagine 
sticking her into a little crib of a room With a 

window and some flowers and things behind her, 

• _ 

and all that splendid hair of hers done up in 
some beastly way. And then people say the 
geraniums afid the wainscot were stunning pieces 
of colour, or some such rot; when the fellow ought 
to have painted her out of doors, or on horse¬ 
back, or something. I wish I could sit a horse 
half as well; she is the most graceful and the 
pluckiest rider you ever saw. I rode with her 
yesterday to Hadleigh, down by the sea, and we 
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had a gallop over the sands; three miles good, and 
all hard sand; the finest ground possible ; when 
1 was sta 3 dn|[ here as a boy 1 upd to go out with 
the grooms before breakfast, and exercise the 
horses th^e instead of ^taking them uq to the 
downs. She had been out of spirits in the 
morning, and wanted the excitement to set her 
up. I never saw her look so magnificent; her 
hair was blovfe down and fell In heavy un¬ 
curling heaps to her wais?; her face looked out 
of the frame of it, hot and bright, with the eyes 
lighted, expanding under the lift of those royal 
wide eyelids of hers. I could hardly speak to her 
for pleasure, 1 confess; don’t show my avowals. 
I rode between her and the sea, a thought behind ; 
a gust ol wind blowing off land drove a wave of 
her hair across my face, upon my lips ; she felt it 
somehow, 1 suppose^ for she turned and laughed. 
When we canfe to ride back, and had to go slower 
(that Nourmahal of hers is not my notion of 
what her horse should be-rl wish, one could get 
her a real good one), she changed somehow, and 
began to talk seriously af last; I knew she was 
not really over happy. Fancy that incredible 
fool Ernest Radworth never letting her see any 
one Arhen they are at home, except some of 
his scienlihc acquaintances—^not a lady in the 
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whole cotmtryside for her to speak to. You 
should have heard her account of the entertain¬ 
ments in that a^ful house of theirs, about as 
much life as there used to be at my father’s. 
Don’t \ remember the noliday dinners there!— 
a parson, a stray military man of the stodgier 
kind, my tutor, and the pater; I kept after 
dinner to be chaffed, or lectured, or examined— 
a jolly time that was. Well, 1 imagine her life 
is about as pleasant; or worse, for she can 
hardly get out to go about at all. People come 
there with cases of objects, curiosities, stones 
and bones and books, and lumber the whole 
place. She had to receive three scientific pro¬ 
fessors last month; two of them noted osteo¬ 
logists, she said, and one a comparative ichthyo¬ 
logist, or something—a man with pink eyes and 
a mouth all on one side, who. was always blinking 
and talking—a‘friend of my gi'^eat-unde’s, it 
seems, who presented him years ago to that 
insane ass Radworth. Think of the pair of 
them, and of Clara obliged to sit and be civil! 
She became quite sad towards the end of our 
ride; said how nice it had been here, and that 
sort of thing, till I was three-quarters mad. 
She goes in three or four days. 1 should like to 
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follow her everywhere, andj^be her footman or 
her groom, and see her constantly. I would 
dean knives %md black boots for her. If I had 
no fellow to speaJr or write to, 1 can’t think how 
1 should stand things at dll. 
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VIII 

FRANCIS CHEYNE TO MRS. RADWORTH 

Loudon, March i5th.^ 

You don’t suppose I‘want you to quarrel with 
me, my dear Clara ? It is folly to tax me with 
trying (as you say) to hrouiller you with the 
Stanfords or with Redgie Harewood. As to the 
latter, you kpow we are on good enough terms 
together; I never was hand and glove with him 
that I recollect. Do as you like about Ports- 
moutli. I will join you if I can after some time. 
But about my extra fortnight at Lidcombe I 
must write to yod. Lord Che 3 me is quite gracious, 
with a faint flavour of impertinence ; I never saw 
one side of him before. (Since I left I have 
heard twice—once from him and once from 
Amicia. They talk of coming up. Cheyne 
thinks of beginning to speak again. I believe 
myself he never got over your cruel handling of 
his eloquence six years ago. I remember* quite 
well once during the Easter holidays helsuring you 
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and Lady Midhurst laugh about it by the hour.) 
Amicia is, 1 more than suspect, touched more 
deeply than* we fancied by the things that were 
said this winter. Her manner is often queer and 
nervous, jvith a way of^ catching herself up she 
has lately taken to—^breaking off her sentences 
and fretting her lip or hand. I wish at times 
I had never come back. If I had stayed up last 
Chrisljtnas to fead, as I thought ®f doing, there 
would have been nothing for people to talk of. 
Now 1 certainly shall not think of reading for a 
degree. Perhaps I may go abroad, with Hare- 
wood if 1 can get no one else. He is ilie sort of 
fellow to go anywhere, and makejiimself rather 
available than otherwise, in case of worry. 

TencLy I suppose I may as well say what I 
meant to begin upon at once, without shirking 
or fidgeting. Well, you were right enough about 
my staying after you left; it did lead to scenes. 
In a quiet way, of course; subdued muffled-up 
scenes. I was reading to Jier oi\pe, and Cheyne 
came in ; she grew hot, not very red, but hot and 
nervous, and I caught the feeling of her; he 
wanted us to go on, and, a.-: we began talking of 
other things, left us rather suddenly. We sat 
quiet for a little, and then somehow or other 
found burselves talking about you—I think 
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i propos of Che3me’s preferences; and she 
laughed over some old letter of Lady Midhurst’s 
begging her to take care of RedgieT Harewood, 

I ^ 

and prevent his getting desperately in love with 
you. I said Lady M. always seemed,to me to 
live and think in a yellow-paper French novel 
cover, with some of the pages loose in sewing; 
then A. said there was a true side to that way of 
looking at things. So you see wfe were in the 
thick of sentiment befove we knew it. And she is 
so very beautiful to my thinking; that clear pale 
face and full eyebrows, well apart, making the 
eyes so effective and soft, and her cheeks so per¬ 
fect in cutting. I cannot see the great likeness 
of feature to her brother that people talk of; 
but I believe you are an admirer of his. It was 
after this that the dim soft patronizing manner 
of Che3me’s which I was referring to began to 
show itself, or I began to fancy it. o We used to 
get on perfectly together, and he was never at 
all gracious to .me till just now, when he deci¬ 
dedly is. 

Make Radworth come up to London before 
you go to Portsmouth or Ryde, or wherever it 
is. And do something or other in the Ashton 
Hildred direction, for 1 am certain, by things I 
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heard Amicia say, that Lady Midhuist “ means 
venom.” So lay in a stock of antidotes. I wish 
there was a colony for women who outlive 
a certain age, unless they could produce a certifi¬ 
cate of imvocuous imbedmy. 
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IX 

LADY MIDHURST TO LADY CHEYNE 

Ashton Ilildred, March i8th. 

So you have made a dear house of them all, 
my dear child, and expect my applause in con¬ 
sequence ? Well, I am not sure you could have ■ 
done much better. And Chcyne is perfect 
towards you, is he ? That is gratifying for me 
(who made the match) to hear of, but I never 
doubted him. As for the two boys, I should like 
to have them in hand for ten minutes; they 
seem to have gone on too infamofisly. I retire 
from the field for my part; I give up Redgie; 
he must and will be eaten up alive, and 1 respect 
the woman’s persistence. Bon appetit! I bow 
to her, and retire. She has splendid teeth. 1 
suppose she will let him go some day ? She 
can hardly think of marrying him when Ernest 
Radworth is killed off. If 1 thought she Aid, 1 
would write straight to Captain Harewbod. Do 
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you think the Radworth has two years’ vitality 
left him ? 

I am too*old to appreciate your state of mind 
as to your cousin. You know, too, that I have 
a weakness for clear acciirate accounts, your 
style is of the vaguest. It is impossible you can 
be so very foolish as to become amourachde of a 
man in any serious sense. Remember, when 
3 K)u ^te in future, that I shall net for a second 
adilflifc that idea. Married ladies, in modem 
English society, cannot fail in their duties to 
the conjugal relation. Recollect that you are 
devoted to your husband, and he to you. I 
assume this when 1 address you, jand you must 
write accordingly. The other hypothesis is m- 
possihle to take into account. As to being in 
love, frankly, I don’t believe in it. I believe 
that stimulant drinks will intoxicate, and rain 
drench, and Are singe ; but not in any way that 
one person will fascinate another. Avoid all 
foUy; accept no tradition^; tak^ no sentiment 
on trust. Here is a bit of social comedy in 
which you happen to haVe a part to play ; act as 
well as you can, and in the style now received 
on the English boards. Above all, don’t indulge 
in ti^edy out of season. Resolve, once for all, 
in any little difficulty of life, that there shall be 
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nothing serious in it; you will find it depends on 
you whether there is to be or not. Keep your 
head clear, and don’t confuse things; use your 
reason—determine that, come what may, nothing 
shall happen of a naturfe to involve or embarrass 
you. As surely as you make this resolve and act 
on it, you will find it pay. 

I must say I wish you had been more attentive 
to my hint with regard to your brother. jStudy 
of the Radworth interior, and the excitement 
(suppose) of a little counterplot, would have 
kept you amused and left you sensible. I see 
too clearly that that affair is going aU wrong—I 
wish I saw as clearly how to bring it all right. 
Reginald is a hopeless specimen—I never saw 
a boy so fairly ensorcdd. Tliese are the little 
pointless endless things that people get ruined 
by. Now if you would but have taken notice 
of things you migfit have righted the whole 
matter at once. If I could have seen you good 
friends with Clara I should have been content. 

« i 

But as soon as you saw there was no fear of her 
making an affair with your husband (or, if you 
prefer it, of his being tolerably courteous to her) 
you threw up your cards at once. At least you 
might have kept an eye on the remaining players ; 
a little interest in their game would have given 
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you something better to think about than Frank. 
As it is, you seem to have worked yourself into 
a sort of Mague irritable moral nervousness 
which is not wholesome by any means. 

I want you to go up iS London for some little 
time, and see the season out. Encourage dheyne’s 
idea of public life; it is an admirable one for 
both of you. The worst thing you could do 
\^ould^be to slay down at Lidcombe, and then 
(as you seem to think of (k)ing) join your cousins 
again in some foolish provincial or continental ex¬ 
pedition. I had hoped to have seen you and Clara 
pull together, as they say now, better than you 
do; I have failed in the attempt to make you; 
but at least, as it seems you two can have no 
real mutual influence or rational amicable appre¬ 
hension of each other, I do trust you will not of 
your own accord put yourself in her way for no 
mortal purpose. Is it worth while meeting on 
the ground of mutual indifference ? I recommend 
you on all accounts to keep away from both 
brother and sister. 

Not that I underrate him, whatever you may 
think. I see he is a nice boy; very faithful, 
brave, and candid; with more of a clear natural 
stamp on him than I thought. The mother has 
left hurf enough of her quick blood and wit, and 
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it has got well mixed into the graver affection 
and sense of honour that he inherits from our 
side. I like and approve him; bvt you must 
observe that all this does not exbuse absurdities 
on either hand. Of course he is very silly; at 
his age a man must be a fool or nothing : by the 
nothing I mean a pedant either of the head or 
the heart species (avoid pedants of the heart 
kind, by the way), or a coquin mUnqu^, I have 
met the latter; Alfred «Wandesford, your father’s 
friend, was one of that sort at Frank’s age; 
you know his book had made a certain false 
noise—^gone off with a blank report—^flashed 
powder in people’s eyes for a minute; and, 
being by nature lymphatic and malleable at 
once, he assumed a whole sham suit of vices, cut 
out after other men’s proportions, that hung 
flapping on him in the flabbiest pitiable fashion ; 
but he meant as badly as possible {1 always did 
him the justice, when he was accused of mere 
pasteboard sins and scene-painters’ profligacy, to 
say that his wickedness was sincere but clumsy. 
It was something more ^an wickedness made to 
order. Such a man is none the less a rascal 
because he has not yet found out the right way 
to be a rascal, 'or even because he never*>doe 5 
And it out, and dies a baffled longing scoundrel 
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with dean hands. Wandesford did neither, but 
turned rational and became a virtuous and really 
fortunate man of letters, whom one was never 
sorry to see about: and I don’t know that he 
ever did any harm, thougn he was rathe?>veno- 
mous and vulgar. One or two of his things arc 
still worth your reading. 

Now, because Frank is neither a man of this 
sojt no^ of the pedant sort, but onefwith just the 
dose of folly proper to his Age, and that folly of 
rather a good kind, I want him not to get en¬ 
tangled in the way that would be more dangerous 
for him than for any other sort of young man. 
I wish to Heaven there were some ,^urgical pro¬ 
cess discoverable by which one could annihilate 
or amputate sentiment. Passion, impulse, vice 
of appetite or conformation, nothing you can 
define in words is so dangerous. Without senti¬ 
ment one would do all the gQod one did either 
by principle or by instinct, and in either case 
the good deed would be geijuinejsind valuable. 
Sinning in the same way, one’s very errors 
would be comprehensible, •respectable, reducible 
to rule. But to act on feeling is ruinous. Feel¬ 
ing is neither impulse nor principle—a sickly, 
deadly* mongrel breed between the two—I hate 
the very word sentiment. The animalist and 

H 
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the moralist 1 can appreciate, but what, on' any 
ground, am 1 to make of the sentimentalist ? 

Decide what you will do. Lcy>k things and 
people in the face. Give up'what has to be 
given up ; bear with %»rhat has to be borne with ; 
do what has to be done. Remember that I am 
addressing you now with twenty years of the 
truest care and a^ection behind me to back up 
my advice.«. Remember that i' do truly and 
deeply care about tlae least thing that touches 
you. To me you are two; you carry your 
mother about you. 

Let us see what your last letter really amounts 
to. You have seen a good deal of your cousin for 
the last six weeks, and are vaguely unhappy at 
his going. (Once or twice, I am to infer, there 
has been a touch of softer sentiment in your 
relations to each other.) Not, I presume, that 
either has dreamt of falling in loye: but you live 
in a bad time for intimacies; a time seasoned 
with sentiment to that extent that you can 
never taste the natural flavour of a sensation. 
You were afraid of Cl^ura too, a little; disliked 
her; left her to Cheyne or to Reginald, as the 
case might be (one result of which, by the by, 
is that I shall have to extricate your brother, 
half eaten, from under her very teeth); and let 
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yourself be drawn, by a sort of dull impulse, 
without a purpose under it, towards her brother. 
Purpose I am, of course, convinced there was 
none on either s^de. I should like to have some 
incidents to lay hold of; but 1 am quite #aware 
that incidents never do happen. I wish they 
did; an 5 rthing rather than this gradual steady 
slide of monotonous sentiment down a groove of 
UQevenfful da 5 rs. The recollection*that you have 
not given me a single incident—^nothing by way 
of news but a frightened analysis of feeling and 
record of sentimental experience—makes me 
seriously uneasy. Write again and tell me your 
plans: but for Heaven’s sake b^in moving; 
get something done; engage yourself in some 
active way of amusement. Have done with the 
country and its little charities and civilities—at 
least for the present. London is a wholesomer 
and more reasonable home for,yc3u just now. 


H2 
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X 

LADY MIDHURST TO LADY CHEYNE 

Ashton flildrcd, April 6th. 

» • 

Well, I have been^to London and back, my 
dear child, with an eye to the family complica¬ 
tions, and have come to some understanding of 
them. When I wrote to you last month I was 
out of spirits, and no doubt very stupid and 
obscure. 1 had a dim impression of things being 
wrong, and no means of guessing how to get 
them right. Now, I must say I see no real 
chance of anything unfortunate or unpleasant. 
You must be cautious, though, o^ letting people 
begin to talk of it again. I have a project for 
getting both the boys well out of the way on some 
good long summer tour. Frank is very nice and 
sensible; I would undertake to manage him for 
life by the mere use of reasoning. As to Reginald, 
c^est une tite ftUc ; it may get soldered up in ten 
years’ time, but wants beating about first; f should 
like to break it myself. Actually, I had to encourage 
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his verse-making—^pat that rajfipant young Muse 
of his on the *back—and stroke him down with 
talk of publicAti(}n till he purred under my hngers. 
It is a mercy there is that>bscape-valve of verse. 
I think between that and his sudden engoicment 
for foreign politics and liberation campaigns, and 
all that sort of thing, he may be kept out of the 
worst sort of fiess: though 1 know one never 
can count upon that kind of boy. \ should quite 
like to enrol him in real earnest in some absurd 
legion of volunteers, and set him at the Quadri¬ 
lateral with some scores of horrid disreputable 
piedoUi to back him. I dare say he would fight 
decently enough if he were taken into training. 
Imagine the poor child in a red rag of a shirt, 
and shoeless, marching au pas over the fallen 
d 3 masties to the tune of a new and noisier Mar¬ 
seillaise ! It would serve him right to get rubbed 
against the slidrp edges of his theory; and if he 
were killed we should have a mad martyr in the 
family, and when the red republic comes in we 
might appeal to the Committees of .Public Safety 
to spare us for the sake* of his memory. His 
father would die of it, for one thing; I do think 
Redgie is fated to make him &rever with rage and 
shame*an^ horror ; so you see I shall always have 
a weak side in the boy’s favour. But if you knew 
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how absurd all th:s recandescence of revolution 
in the young people of the day seems to me! 
My dear Amy, I have known men who had been 
dipped in the old revOiution— 

V. 

J’ai connu des vivants k qui Danton parlait. 

You remember that great verse of Hugo’s; I 
showed it to^ Reginald the last, time he was 
declaiming to me on Italy, and confuted him 
out of the master’s mouth. It is true of me, 
really; both my own father and my dear old 
friend, Mr. Chetwood, had been in Paris at 
dangerous times. They had seen the great people 
of the period, *and the strange sights of it. 

I have run off into all this talk about old 
recollections, and forgotten, as usual, my starting- 
point ; I was thinking of the last interview I had 
with Reginald. ^But I suppose you want some 
account of my stay'in London. You know I had 
your house to myself (it was excellent on Che 3 aie’s 
part to renew his oiler of lending it, and spare an 
ancient relative the trouble of asking you to get 
her the loan of it from 1^); and, as your father 
came up with me, 1 trav^ed pleasantly enough, 
though we had fearful companions. I rested for 
a day or two, and then called upon the Radworths. 
Ernest looks f/iy ; if he had the wit to think of 
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it* 1 should say he must alwa 3 ryhave understated 
his real age. t have no douDt, though, he will 
live for ages |lon’t mean his reputation, but 
his bodily frame); unless,/ indeed, she poisons 
him—I am certain she would, if she durst.* She 
herself looks older; I trust, in a year or two, 
she will have ceased to be at all dangerous, even 
for bo 5 rs. We Jiad a curious interview ; not that 
day, but a week after. I saw Regiifald next day ; 
he is mad on that score, quAe. I like to see such 
a capacity for craziness ; it looks as if a man had 
some corresponding capacity for being reasonable 
when his time came. He never saw such noble 
beauty and perfection of grace, it appears; tiiere 
is an incomparable manner about the least thing 
she does. oUe is gloriously good, too—^has a power 
of sublime patience, a sense of pity, a royal 
forbearance, a divine defiance of evil, and various 
qualities whiclf must ennoble anf man she speaks 
to. To look at her is to be made brave and just; 
to hear her talk is a lay baptism, out of which 
the spirit of the auditor comes forth purged, with 
invulnerable armour on; \o sit at her side is to 
become fit for the grandest things; to shake 
hands with her makes one feel incapable of a 
mean* wish. Base things die of her; she is 
poisonous to them. All the best part of one, all 
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that makes a man^ht to live, comes out in flower at 
the sight of her ey^s. Accepting these assertions 
as facts (remarkable perhaps, but indisputable), 
I desired to know 'vhether Ernest Radworth 
was my friend’s ideal of the glorified man ?— 
heroic as a mart)^- he certainly was, I allowed, 
in a passive way. If a passing acquaintance 
becomes half deified by the touch of her, I put 
it to him frankly, what must not her husbapd 
have grown into by this time, after six years of 
marriage ? Reginald was of opinion that on him 
the divine influence must have acted the wrong 
way. The man being irredeemably bad, abject, 
stupid, there was nothing noble to be called out 
and respond to her. The only result, therefore, 
of being always dose to the noblest nature created 
was, in men like him, a justly ordained increase of 
degradation. Those that under such an influence 
cannot kindle into the superhuman mustt it seems, 
harden into the animal. This, Redgie averred, 
was his ddiberate beUef. Experience of character, 
study of life, the evidence of common sense, com¬ 
bined to lead him unwilling to this awful inference. 
But then, how splendid was her conduct, how 
laudable her endurance of him, how admirable 
in every way her conjugal position 1 I suggested 
children. The boy went off into absolute inco- 
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berence. I could not quite ga^er his reasons, but 
it seems the absence of children is an additional 
jewel in hea cpwn. He is capable of finding 
moral beauty in a hump, ^d angelic meaning in 
a twisted foot. And all the time it is too ludi¬ 
crously evident that the one point of attraction is 
physical. Her good looks, such as they are, lie 
at the bottonj^ of all this rant and clatter. We 
hiave .our own silly sides, no* doubt; but I do 
think we should be thanlfful we were not bom 
males. 

After this specimen of the prevalent state of 
things I felt of course bound to get hold of her 
and hear what she had to say. She had a good 
deal. I alwa 3 rs said she could talk well; this 
time shi talked admirably. She went into moral 
anatomy with the appetite of sixty; and she is 
under thirty—that I admit. She handled the 
question in eti abstract indjfferent way wonder¬ 
ful to see. The whole thing was taken up on high 
grounds, and treated in a grjnd^pirit of research 
—^worthy of her husband. She did not even pro¬ 
fess to regard Redgie as a brotlher—or friend. 
In effect she did not profess an 3 rthing: a touch 
of real genius, as I thought at once. He amused 
her J*she liked him, believed in him, admired his 
best pomts; altogether appreciated the value of 
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such a follower byl'way of change in a life which 
was none of the liveliest. Not tKat she made 
any complaint; she is far too sharp to poser d 
Vincomprise. I told h€** the sort of thing was not 
a game permitted by the social authorities of the 
time and country; the cards would bum her 
fingers after another deal or two. She took the 
hint exquisitely: was evidently net certain she 
understood, buf had a vague apprehension of the 
thing meant; fell bac)^^ finally upon a noble self- 
reliance, and took the pure English tone. The 
suggestion of any harm resulting was of course 
left untouched: such a chance as that we were 
neither of us .called upon to face. The whole 
situation was harmless, creditable even; which is 
perfectly tme, and that is the worst of it. As 
in most cases of Platonism, there is something to 
admire on each hand. And the existence of this 
single grain of sbnsc and goodness makes the 
entire affair more dangerous and difficult to deal 
with. She is very clever to manage what she 
does manage, and Reginald is some way above 
the run of boys. At His age they are usually 
made of soft mud or stiff clay. 

When we had got to this I knew it was hope¬ 
less dissecting the matter any further, and t^gan 
talking of things at large, and so in time of her 
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brother and his outlooks. Sl^ was aftectionate 
and hopeful. *It seems he told her of an 
idea which I^eijcouraged; that of travelling for 
some months at least. F6w tenderly we went 
over the ground 1 need not tell you. Clara does 
not think him likely to be carried off his feet for 
long. Console yourself, if you want the comfort; 
we have no thought of marrying him. He is 
best unattached. At the present* writing he no 
doubt thinks more of you fhan would admit. 
I regret it; but he does. Do you, my dear child, 
take care and keep out of the way just now. I 
hear (from Ernest Radworth; his wife said 
nothing of it; in fact, when he began speaking 
the corners of her mouth and eyelids flinched 
with vexation—just for a breatli of time) that 
there is some talk now of a summer seaside expedi¬ 
tion. Redgie of course; Frank of course; the 
Radworths, and you two. I .beg you not to think 
of it. Why on earth should you all lounge and 
toss about together in that, heavy way ? You 
are off to London at last, or will be in ten days’ 
time, you say; at least, ttbfore May begins. Stay 
there till it breaks up; and then go either north 
or abroad. Yachts are ridiculous, and I know 
you will upset yourself. To be sure sentiment 
can bar^yget mixed into the situation if you do. 
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The soupir entrecijUpS de spasmes is not telling 
in a cabin; yon the wrong w&y. Think for 
a second of too literal heart-sicki^esc. Cheyne is 
fond of the plan, it «^ems: break him of that 
leaning. He and Redgie devised it at Lidcombe, 
Ernest says (he has left off saying Harewood; 
not the best of signs; fasnum hahet —^never mind 
how tied on ; if he does go mad we^iwill adjust it; 
but I forgot I never let you play at Latin^ Rub 
out this for me; I nd^er erase, as you know, it 
whets and frets curiosity; and I can’t begin 
again). 

Frank, when I saw him, pleased me more than 
I had hoped. made talk to him for some time ; 
he is unusually reticent and rational; a rest 
and refreshment after that insane boy whom we 
can neither of us drive or hold as yet (but I shall 
get him well in hand soon, et puis gare aux ruades / 
Kick he will, but hjs mouth shalU>ache and his 
flanks bleed for it). No display or flutter of any 
kind; a laudablp^ pgaceable youth, it seems to 
me. Very shy and wary; would not open up in 
the least at the mention of you: talked of his 
sister very well indeed. I see the points of resem¬ 
blance now perfectly, and the sides of character 
where the likeness breaks down. He is dever as 
well as she, but less rapid and loud; the notes of 
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his voice pleasant and of a (jood compass, not 
various. 1 should say a far ^tter nature; more 
liberal, fresher,,clearer altogether, and capable 
of far more ha/d work. ^jKss Banks comes out 
in both their faces alike, though corrected of 
course by John, which makes her very passable. 

Is there much more to say ? As you must be 
getting tired (|gain, I will suppose there is not. 
^Yill you understand if I suggest that in case of any 
silent gradual breach begirftiing between Che 3 me 
and Frank, you ought to help it to widen and 
harden in a quiet wise way ? I think you ought. 
1 don’t mean a coolness; but just that sort of rela¬ 
tion which swings safe in full midway between 
intimacy and enmity. We all trust, you know, that 
he is never to be the heir; you must allow us to 
look for the reverse of that. Then, don’t you 
see for yourself, it must be best for him to get 
a good standing for himself^ on* his own ground, 
and not hover and picker about Lidcombe too 
much ? I know my dear chjld^U see the sense 
of what I say. Not, I hope and suppose, that 
she needs to see it on her own account. Good¬ 
night, dearest; be wise and happy : but 1 don’t 
bid you trouble your head overmuch with the 
hea^^ hoary counsels of 

Your most affectionate, 

H. M. 
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XI 

REGINALD HARE WOOD TO MRS. RADWORTli 

i} 

«i London, April 15th. 

You promised me 'a letter twice; none has 
come yet. I want the sight of your handwriting 
more than you know. Sometimes I lie all night 
thinking where you are, and sometimes I dare not 
lie down for the horror of the fancy. If I could 
but entreat and pray you to come away—^know¬ 
ing what I do. Even if I dared hope the worst of 
all was what it cannot be—a hideous false ^eax 
of mine—I could hardly bear it. As it is I am 
certain of one thing only in the world, that th^.^ 
year cannot leave us where the last did. If I 
must be away fipm^you, and if you must rema* 
with him, I cannot pretend to live in the wa^ 
other men. It is too mvnstrous and shameful U. 
see things as they are and let them go on. Old 
men may play with such things if they dare. We 
cannot live and lie. You are brave enough for 
any act of noble justice. You told me once I 
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knew you to the heart, and/ought to give up 
dreaming ajid» hoping—^but L might be sure, you 
said, of what 1 had. I do know you perfectly, as 
I love you : but I hope ^1 the more. If hope 
meant anything ignoble, could I let it topch on 
you for a moment ? I look to you to be as great 
as it is your nature to be. It is not for myself— 
I am ashame^ to write even the denial—that I 
summon you to break off this J^ideous sort of 
compromise you are livirjg in. What you are 
doing insults God, and maddens men who see it. 
Think what it is to endure and to act as you do I 
I ask you what right you have to let him play at 
husband with you ? You know he has no right; 
why should you have ? Would you let him try 
force tc detain you if your mind were made up ? 
You are doing as great a wrong as that would be, 
if you stay of your own accord. Who could 
blame you if ^ou went ? Who .can help blaming 
you now ? I say you cannot live with hto 
always. If I thought you could, could I think/^ 
you incapable of baseness ? ancT you know, I am 
certain you do in your ^most heart know, that 
you have shown me by clear proof how infinitely 
you are the noblest of all women. Do all prefer 
a br:|ve and blameless sorrow, with the veil dose 
over it,*to a shameful sneaking happiness under 
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the mask ? TheA; was a time when 1 thought 
I could have worn (t if I had picked it up at your 
feet. The recollection makes mf l^alf mad with 
shame. To have conceived of 4 possible false¬ 
hood in your face is degradation enough for me. 
Now that you have set me right (and I would give 
my life to show you how much more I have loved 
you ever since) I come to ask yrm to be quite 
brave. Only *hat. I implore you now to go 
without disguise at alh You cannot speak falsely, 
I know; but to be silent is of itself a sort of 
pretence. Speak, for Heaven’s sake, that all who 
ever hear of you may adore you as I shall. Think 
of the divine appeal against wrong and all false- 
hood that you will be making!—a protest that 
the very meanest must be moved and trans¬ 
formed by. It is so easy to do, and so noble. 
Say why you go, and then go at once. Put it 
before your brothei;. Go straight to him when 
you leave the hateful house you are in. He is 
very young, I Imo^, but he must see the great¬ 
ness of what you do. Perhaps one never sees 
how grand such things are—^never appreciates the 
reality of their greatness—better than one does 
at his age. I think boys see right and wrong as 
keenly as men do; he will exult that you are 
compelled to turn to him and choose him to serve 
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yotu As for me, 1 must be glad enough if you 
*let me think I have taken anv* part in bringing 
about that which will make All men look upon 
you as I do—wife a perfecr devotion of rever¬ 
ence and love. I believe you will let me see'you 
sometimes. I would devote my whole life to 
Radworth—give up all I have in the world to 
him. Even hin.t I suppose nothing could com¬ 
fort^ for Jhe loss of you; but if it hught to be ? 
At least we would find so^niething to do, I 
entreat you to read this, and answer me. There 
can be but one answer. I wish to God I knew 
what to do that you would like done, or how to 
say what I do know—that I love .you as no 
woman ever has been loved by any man. What 
to call you oi how to sign this, 1 cannot think. 
I am afraid to write more. 


R. E. H. 
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XII 

MRS. RADWORTH TO REGINAL^ HAREWOOD 
<1 

Blockshani, April 28ldi. 

My Dear CousfN: 

One word at starting. I must not have you 
think I feel obliged to answer you at all. I 
do write, as you see; but not because 1 am afraid 
of you. And I am not going to pretend you put 
me out. You shall not see me crane at the gaps. 
Your fences are pretty full of them. Seriously, 
what can you mean ? Wliat you want, I know. 
But how can you hope I am to listen to such talk ? 
Run away from nothing ? I see? no sort of reason 
for changing. You take things one says in the 
oddest way. -I more mean to leave home 
because Ernest and 1 might have more in common, 
than I should have thought of marr3dng a man 
for his beaux yeux or for a title. I hate hypocrisy. 
You are quite wrong about me. Because 1 am 
simple and frank, because 1 like (for a "change) 
things and people with some movement in them, 
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you take me for a sort of tied-up tigress, a woman 
of the Sand breed, a prophete^with some dread¬ 
ful mission of feijolt in her, trunk packed to 
the lid with combustibles, and labelled with,the 
proof-mark of a new morality : not at all, I am 
neither oppressed nor passionate, I don’t want 
delivering in the^least. One would think I was 
in the way of being food for a dra^n. Even if 
I were, how could you get me,off ? We are born 
to what we bear ; I read that and liked it, a day 
since, in de Blamont’s last book. I mean to 
bear things. We all make good pack-horses in 
time : I shall see you at the work yet. Suppose I 
have to drudge and drag. Suppose Tam fast to 
the rock witli a beast coming up “ out of the sad 
unmerciful sea.” Better women live so, and so 
they die. Can you kill my beast for me ? I sus¬ 
pect not. It is not cruel. It means me no great 
harm : but you ft will be the ruin of. It feeds 
on the knight rather than his lady. Do you 
pass by. Be my friend in a'^Tjuiet way, and 
always. I shall be gratefuUer for a kind thought 
of yours than for a sheer blow. The first you can 
afford ; the last hardly. All goodwill and kindly 
feeling does give comfort and a pleasure to natural 
people wha are not of a bad make to begin with. 
I am glad of any, for my part: and take it when 
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I can. What more could you do for me ? what 
better could I waht ? Can you'change me my 
life from the ope^ng of it ? ‘ It began before 
yours was thought of; you know 1 am older; 
have been told how much, no doubt; something 
perhaps a thought over the truth—what matter ? 

I wUl tell you what I would have done, and 
would do, if 1 could. I would^ begin better; 1 
would be richer, handsomer, braver, nicer to look at 
and stay near, pleasanter to myself. I would be 
the first woman alive, and marry the first man: not 
an Eve though, nor Joan of Arc or Cleopatra, but 
something new and great. I would live more 
grandly than great men think. 1 should have 
all the virtues then, no doubt. 1 would have all 
I wanted, and the right and the power to feel 
reverence and love and honour of myself into 
the bargain. And my life and death should make 
up “ a kingly poeifi in two perfeJtt books.” That 
would be something better than I can make my 
life now. I date-say I might have had a grander 
sort of man for my companion than I have 
(a better I think hardfy); but then 1 might have 
been bom a grander sort of woman. There is 
no end to all that, you see. 1 am very well as 
1 am; all the better that I have good fpeitds. 

I began as lightly as I could, and said nothing ^ 
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of your tone of address and advice being wrong or 
out of place; bbt now you wiU let me say it was 
a little absurd. * Your desir/ seems to be that, 
because I have Aot aU I might have (whereas I 
also am not all I might be), I should leavfi my 
husband and live alone, in the cultivation of 
noble sentiments and in vindication of female 
freedom and unfversal justice. How does it sound 
to.you .now ? I do not ask you such a pro¬ 
posal ever was made bcforef 1 do not even ask 
you if it ought ever to be listened to. I make 
no appeal to the opinions of the world. I say 
nothing of the immediate unavoidable conse¬ 
quences. Suppose I can go, and (on some 
grounds) ought to go. Are there not also reasons 
why I ought to stay ? Reflect for a minute on 
results. Think, and decide for yourself whether 
I could leave Ernest. For no cause. Just 
because I can kave him, and like to show that 
I know I can. I ask you, is that base or not ? 1 
should be disgracing him, spoiling his life and his 
pleasure in it, and usings niy freedom to comfort 
my vanity at the cost of his just self-esteem and 
quiet content; both of which I should have 
robbed him of at once. I will do no such thing. 
I wilFnot throw over the man wlio trusted and 
respected me—cloved me in a way—^gave me the 
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care of his life. When he married me he reserved 
nothing. I have been used generously; I have 
received, at all ewnts, more tlvatn I have given. 
I wish, for my owi^ake chiefly, that I had had 
more to give him. But what I have given, at 
least I will not take away. 

No, we must bear with the realities of things. 
We are not the only creditors. Something is due 
to all men thi?t live. How much of their due do 
you suppose the greater part of them ever get ? 
Was it not you w'ho showed me long ago that 
passage in Chalfont’s “ Essays ” where he says— 
I luive just looked it out again ; my copy has a 
slip of paper at the page with your initials on it. 

“You are aware the gods owe you some¬ 
thing, which they have not paid you as yet— 
all you have received at their hands being hitherto 
insufficient ? It appears also that you can help 
yourself to the lacking portioji of happiness. 
Cut into the world’s loaf, then, with sharp bread- 
knife, with steady hand; but at what cost ? 
Living flesh as sensitive of pain as yours, living 
hearts as precious as your heart, as capable of 
feeling wrong, must be carved and cloven through. 
Their blood, if you dare spill it for your own sake, 
doubtless it shall make you fat. They, too, 
want something; take from them all they have. 
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and you shall want nothing. At this price only 
shall a man become rich even to the uttermost 
fulness of his desire, that he s'4all likewise become 
content to rob the poor.” 

Ah, after the reading of such words as ihose, 
can we turn back to think of our own will and 
pleasure ? Dare we remember our own poor wants 
and likings ? I might be happier away from 
here; what then, my dear cousin I might even 
respect myself more, feel n*JOre honourable; and 
this, no doubt, is the greatest personal good one 
can enjoy or desire: but can I take froni the 
man who relies on me the very gift that I covet 
for myself ? A gift, too, this one, which all may 
win and keep who are resolved not to lose it 
by thjir own fault. I, for one, Reginald, will 
not throw it away; but I will not rob others to 
heighten my relish of it with the stolen salt of 
their life. Do you reraembej; thj^t next bit ? 

“ And suppose now that you have eaten and 
are full; digesting gravely and gladly the succu- 
len^ and savour of your life. Is this happiness 
that you have laid hoU of ? Look at it; one 
day you will have to look at it again ; and other 
eyes than yours will. The terror of a just judg- 
mentfis this, that it is a just one. The sting of 
the sentSice is that you, your own soul and spirit, 
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must recognize and allow that it is rightly given 
against you. Fear not the other^yes, not God’s 
nor man’s, if wha^s done remai]\ right for ever 
in your own. Few, even amdng cowards, are 
really afraid of injustice. The meanest of them 
are afraid mainly of that which does at first sight 
look just. But is this right in your eyes, to have 
cut your own share out of th% world in this 
fashion ? Bu^ what sort of happiness, then^ is 
this that you have (!hught hold of ? The fairest, 
joyfuUest, needfullest thing created is fire; and 
the fist that closes on it burns. Let go, I counsel 
you, the bread of cunning and violence, the sweet 
sources of treason and self-seeking; there are 
worse ends than the death of want. A soul 
poisoned is worse off tlian a starved soul.” 

You used to praise this man to me, saying 
there was no grander lover of justice in the world. 
Surely to such a writer liberty and truth are as 
dear as to you or me: and this is what he admires. 
An American too^ as^he says himself, fed with 

freedom, full of the love of his own right; but all 

% 

great men would say us he says, and aU good 
men would do so. I shall try at least. “ There 
is an end of time, and an end of the evil thereof: 
and when joy is gone out of thee, then shall not 
thy sorrow endure for long. Nevertheless thou 
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sayest, grief shall remain with me now that I 
have made asi end of my pleasure; but grief 
likewise sha^ not abide w*ch thee. For before 
the beginning h, little sorrow was ordained for 
thee, and also a very little pleasure; but there is 
nothing of thine that endureth for ever.” 

Do vou know where I found that ? In a book 

I 

of my husband’s, the “ Sayings of Aboulfadir,” 
ip a cpllection of translations headed “ The Wise 
Men of the East.” You *see I am growing as 
philosophic as need be, and as literary. We 
know better than that last sentence, but is 
not the rest most true ? You will forgive my 
preacher’s tone ; it was hopeJess trying to answer 
such a letter as you wrote me in a sustained 
light manner, 

I hoi)c you arc not put out with me; I may 
say, in ending, how sorry I should be for that. 
You must fird other things to think of, with¬ 
out forgetting and throwing over old friendship. 
“ Plenty of good work feasible in the world some¬ 
how,” your friend. For my poor little part, 
I have just to hold fa^t to what I have, and at 
least forbear doing harm. Again I ask you to 
forgive me if this letter has hurt you anywhere. 
Of bourse you can never show it. Farewell. 
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XIII 

FRANCIS CHEYNE TO LADY CHEYNE 

^ London, May 7lh. 

I HAVE read your letter twice over carefully, and 
cannot see why we should alter our plans. My 
sister, I know, counts upon you. But 1 can 
imagine from what quarter the objection comes : 
and I hardly like to think you will let it act upon 
you in this way. Indeed, I for one have pro¬ 
mised your brother to meet him half way, on 
the understanding that we were all to be at 
Portsmouth or Ryde together. He for one would 
be completely thrown out, if our project were to 
break up. Is Lord Cheyne tired of the plan, do 
you think ? If so,^I suppose there is no more to 
say. You speak so uncertainly of “having to 
give it up,” and “ not L^g sure of the summer,” 
that I have perhaps missed out some such hint. 
Of course a word must be enough for us; but I 
fear it will not be easy to get over Reginald.! He 
is hot on the notion; 1 think he must" have a 
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touch of the sea-fever. In our schooldays he 
used to bewail his fate in being cut off from the 
sea as a profession. 

# May 8th. 

I left off yesterday because I wanted tc^go on 
differently. Now, as 1 mean to finisli this and 
send it off at all hazards, I must speak out 
once for all. *I do not think you can mean to 

break with all our hopes and recollections, and 

• • 

change the whole look of Sfe for me. I do not 
suppose you have more regard for me thati for 
any other kinsman or chance friend. And I do 
not appeal to you on the score of my own feeling. 
You are no coward to be afraid of words, or of 
harmless things—can say safely, that if 1 could 
die to save you trouble or suffering I should 
thank Cod. I love nothing seriously that does 
not somehow belong to you ; all that does not 
seems done in jlay, or to get Ihe time through. 
But I am not going to plead with you on this 
ground. I ask nothing of you ; if you were to 
die to-night I should still have had more than my 
fair share of luck in life** am to see you again, 

I can only be as glad of it as I am now, when I 
think of you. I cannot understand why I should 
not bave this too to be glad of. What can people 
say, as*things are ?—unless, indeed, there were 
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to be a change of appearances. Then they 
might get vicious, and talk idiocy. But you 
know what I shall do. It is not' 1 ^who have to 
set you right; we neither of tis want stupid 
words or anything like the professional dack of 
love. 

I think sometimes you might come to care for 
me a little more. I know you detest that. Per¬ 
haps the last w:)rd above had no business where 
it came in. 1 remember your way of saying what 
things you hated. 

I see Reginald often now; I suppose he is all 
right. I am fond of him, but don’t envy his way 
of taking thiqgs. I like to look at him and make 
out why he is thought so like you : and, I think, 
when he is with me he talks more of you than he 
used. I can hardly think he is older than I am 
when I see how much less he knows or feels of 
one thing. * « 


May 9th. 

I have let this lie ^ovc r another day. I have 
nothing to say but that I 'can say nothing. When 
I begin to write, I seem to hear you speaking. 
1 believe at times I can tell, by the sensation, 
what you are doing at Lidcombe. I have heard 
you speak twice since I sat down, and 1 know 
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the dress you have on. Do not write unless 
3rou want. I* can see how you will take this. 
I cannot h^lp* it, you understand. There is 
Reginald’s knock; but this shall go to-day, and 
I will not touch it again. 
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XIV 

LADY MIDHURST TO REGINALD llAREWOOD 

Ashton Hildrecl, May'i21h. ■' 

My Dear Boy : 

You are, without exception, the best fun I know. 
I have been laughing for the last two hours over 
your letter and its enclosure. You are not to 
fly out at me,, mind; I regard you with all just 
esteem, I think all manner of good things of you, 
but you arc fun, you will allow. Old friends 
may remark on such points of character, and 
yet draw no blood. 

Now, my dear'Redgie, what drj you think I 
got by post exactly three days before this epistle 
of yours, with Clara’s valuable bit of English 
prose composition so,, jjeatly inserted ? I am 
humane, and will not let your brains tingle with 
curiosity for a minute. I got this ; a note (not 
ill worded by any means) from my affectionate 
and anxious niece, C. R., enclosing your ‘last 
letter to her. She threw herself upon me (luckily 
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the space between us softened the shock of her 
weight, enabliiifg me to bear up) with full con¬ 
fidence and ggmtitude. 1 could explain and 
advise; I co\dd*support and refresh. I was to 
say whether she were right or not. To* Mr. 
Radwortli she could not turn for sustenance or 
counsel. Ough^ a wife to—^would a wife be 
justified if she did—do so and so ? Through all 
this overture to her little performance one could 
hear thrill the tone of feritish matronhood, 
tremulously strong and tenderly secure. I did 
think it was all over with some of you, but found 
rapid relief. She put it to me; was she to 
notice it ? Was she to try to y^^** 

reason, appealing to the noble mismanaged 
nature of you ? Could she treat your letter as 
merely insulting or insane ? My private answer 
came at once—Decidedly she could not; but I 
never wrote it r^own—it wcxl off in a little laugh, 
quietly. She wound up with an intimation tliat 
I was thus taken into confidence in order to give 
me a just and clear idea of^i^ conduct and posi¬ 
tion •. this she owed to herself (the debt was well 
paid, and I receipted it by return of post), but 
she would rather say as little of your folly as she 
could avoid. Of course, she put it twice as 
prettily, and in a very neat, soft way; but 1 
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give you the real upshot. She understood— 
Clara, you see, did—that 1 felt warmly and 
fondly towards you ; she was aware that I could 
not but know the way in whicb your conduct 
would affect her, Clara; and on your account, on 
mine (by no means, I need not say, on her own), 
she now felt—various things in the: sensation line 
eminently creditable to her. 

I drew breatl^ after this, and then laid hold of 

r 

your letter. It did hot upset me, you will like 
to hear ; indeed, I compliment you on such a 
“ selfless " and stainless form of devotion. You 
play Launcelot in a suit of Arthur’s armour—or 
rather in his new clothes after the well-known 
cut of modem tailordom, which I grieve to see 
are already cast wear, or how should you come 
by tliem ? The vividness and loftiness of view 
throughout is idyllic. In effect, considering 
your heat of head and violence of sentiment, I 
think you behave—and write—nicely, nobly 
even, if you like to be told so. It is right you 
should take things in the way you do, now you 
are first plunged into tfiem. I am glad you do 
persuade yourself of the justice and reality of 
your passionate paradoxes and crude conceptions 
about social rights and wrongs. Natur^^^y, 
being in love, like the bad specimen you are, 



» YEAR’S liETTERS 129 

you find institutions criminal, and revolt desirable. 
It is better, taking your age into account, than 
trying to sngalt under shelter of them within 
reach of the forbidden fruit. Storm the place 
if you can, but no shooting behind walls; a’ good 
plan for you, as I am glad you see. Altogether, 
if you are cradled, I should say you have no un¬ 
sound side; a fool you may be, but you get 
tlyougli your fooleries like a gentleman. You 
are “ brave enough ” too, as you said; it was 
no coward’s letter, that one. I should not for¬ 
give you otherwise; but I was always sure, so 
far, of my old Redgie—you never had any of 
the makings of a coward about you. I like the 
hopeless single-sighted daring of your proposals ; 
also your way of feeling what disgrace would be. 
Except in the vulgarest surface fashion, she, for 
one, will never understand that—never get to 
see the gist of ^our first f?vv lines, for instance, 
as I do ; but don’t you get on that ground again, 
my dear boy. I like you all the better ; and that 
has nothing to do with it, ypu see. In a word— 
allow that you were outride of all i;eason in writ¬ 
ing the letter, and I will admit you have kept well 
inside the lines of honour. So far, there is 
nothing to forgive (which is tant soil peu lowering), 
and not much to punish (which is at worst 
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painful). There is a school copy for you; make 
me an exercise in C.’s style on that head. 

So much for you ; now for hef sjde ; and I do 
beg you to read this patiently, and do me justice 
as far as you can. You send me her answer to 
your letter in a rapture of admiration, with a 
view of altering and ennobling piy estimate ot 
her, which you know to be hitherto of a moderate 
kind. I am to isad and kindle, acknowledge and 
adore. Is she not noble ? Let us see. Ought 
we not to do lionour to such grand honesty and 
purity, such a sublime goodness ? I am not 
over sure. You write to me as to your first best 
friend (and jeffectivcly, my dear old child, I 
don’t think you have a better one—I do feel 
parc^vtal on your score), washing to set my mis¬ 
takes right and bring me to an equitable and 
generous tone of mind : you do me the honour 
to think me capable of couver<iion, worthy to 
worship if I did but see the altar as it really 
stands. Being such as I am, I cannot but 
appreciate greatness and high devotion if I can 
but be brought face to face with them. That I 
think is what you mean, or rather what you had 
floating in your head when you wrote to me. 
Well, we must hope you were right. I am no 
doubt flattered; and will try to be deserving. 
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Then, I must now see things as you do, and 
admit the sublimities of behaviour you have 
made out in jp. "R. to be real discoveries, and not 
flies in your telescope. Her noble letter to you— 
a letter so fearless of misconception, so gently 
worded, so devoted, and so just—must compel 
me to allow tl^is much. Wait; you shall have 
my poor verdict as to that by and by. 

. But; now, what have you tef say about her 
letter to me ? Why do you suppose she sends 
me your epistle to her ? I should like to know. 
To me, honestly, it does seem like a resolution to 
be quit of all personal damage, or risk, or other 
moral discomfort; also it doc‘.s seem very like a 
keen apprehension—very laudably keen—of a 
chance given her to right herself, or to raise her¬ 
self in my judgment, by submitting the whole 
matter to me. I, as arbitress, must decide, on 
receiving such an appeal irom *her, backed by 
such proofs, that she had gone on splendidly— 
was worthy of all manner of praise—and that 
you, as a crazy boy \n the “ salad days ” of 
sentiment, were alone* blameworthy. Now, 
frankly, do you believe she had any other mean¬ 
ing ? Why need she appeal to me at all ? 
Certainly^ I am her nearest female relation. 
Aprh ? And we have always been on the 
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nicest terms. What then ? There was no call 

for her to refer to anybody. Sheris old enough, 

at all events (and that she will ha;*dly deny, or 

insinuate a denial of), to managh by herself for 

herself. Do you imagine she wrote on your 

« 

account; applied to me for your sake ? I do 
not. How could I help her ? f How could I 
settle you ? Favour me by considering that. 
One thing I c6^Uld ^o, and that she knew well 
enough. I could change my mind as to her (she 
was always clever enough to know what my 
honest opinion of her was) and prevent, by 
simply expressing approval, if not applause, of 
her, any chance of annoyance she might other¬ 
wise have run the risk of. Do you see ? it was 
no bad stroke ; just the kind of sharpness you 
know I always gave her credit for. Very well 
played too by forwarding me your letter ; she was 
aware I should Rardfy have rcli»d on extracts or 
summaries of her making, and was not such a 
fool as to appeal to me in a vague virtuous way. 
Upon the whole, as»it seamed to her, she could 
not fail to come out admirably from the test in 
my eyes. I confess, for the sort of woman, she 
is far-sighted and sharp-sighted. Only, there is 
one thing to be taken into account; that Y have 
known both her and you since you were the 
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tiniest thinking animals possible. She was not 
hard upon you*; not in the least. I was to draw 
all the infereijcefe for myself. 

And now for*her letter to you. Luckily I had 
read all this before I came to it. And alter all 
I am surprised^ not admiringly by any means. 
I looked for bitter of her, considering. As she 
could not decently assume alarm and anger, and 
w^s no^ the woman to write in th^imple Anglican 
iashion, you see there was nothing for it but to 
mix audacity with principle. She begins fairly 
on that score : the opening is not bad. Hut how 
"Id you swallow the manfier ? Was there ever 
a way ut writing ? The chaff, as you others 
»• ' " r, so ugly and paltry—the tone of 

;uko i. 'ad failure ; the air of sad satis- 

:tiou su .. on ; the touches of sentiment so 
etchedly coloured. I wonder she could do no 
letter; she gets up her effects witli trouble 
rtioiigh, and is not a fool. As to the magnani¬ 
mous bits—I do really want to know if it has 
ntver crossed your min^ for.a second that they 
were absolute impertindhees ? Were you j^uite 
taken in by that talk about “ man who trusted 
and respected,” “ just self-esteem,” ” used gene- 
rousl5%” and such like ? “ Received more tlian 

she has given ” ! “ Not the only creditor ” !— 
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why, my poor boy, I tell you again she married 
the man tooth and nail; took him as a kite 
takes a chaffinch. Certainly he wanted her; 
but as to having wind enough to* run her down! 
It upsets me to write about it. Throw him over ! 
It is perfect impudence to imagine she can make 
any living creature above twelvi. suppose that 
regard for Ernest keeps her what one calls a 
good wife. Sh&'looks it when you come upon 
them anywhere. But your age has no eyes. 
Sense of duty ?—^she cares for the duties and 
devotions no more than I should care for her 
reputation if she were not unhappily my relative. 
It is a grievous thing to see you taking to such a 
plat d*argot rechauffe. For pure street slang it is, 
not even the jargon of a rational society. Do 
you know what ruin means ? or compromise 
even ? And she is not the woman, by nature or 
place, to risk becoming tar^e dn the slightest 
degree. She is thoroughly equable and cautious, 
beyond a certain point. The landmark is a 
good bit on this side o( serious love-making; 
hardly outside the verge of common sentiment. 
I assure you there is nothing to be made of her 
in any other way. She will keep you on and of! 
eternally to no further purpose. ^ 

Upon the whole I don’t know that her letter 
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could well have been a worse piece of work than 
it is. Why, if you would but observe it, she runs 
over into quotation before she gets a good start; 
and I never saw. this modem fashion of rnournCul, 
satirical, introspective writing more ungracibusly 
assumed. Herlsad smiles crack, and show the 
enamel. You^ifnow how an old wretch with her 
face glazed looks if she ventures to laugh or cry ? 
at least you can imagine if youjyill tlfink of me 
with a coating of varnish oif my checks and lips, 
listening to you for five minutes. Well, just in 
the same way the dried paint of her style splits 
and spoils the whole look of her letter at the 
tender semi-rident passages. It is loo miserably 
palpable. Don’t you see her trying to write up 
to tradition ?—say what she has to say in tlie 
soft pungent manner she thinks proper to lu*r 
part as a strong-minded, clear-headed, somewhat 
rapid humourist (don’t suppose JL meant to wrihr 
vapid), with a touch of the high-minded unpre¬ 
tentious social martyr ? I must tell you a bit 
of verse I kept thinking of while I ran over this 
epistle of hers—Musset^ you know— 

Triste! oh, tristc en v«5rild ! 

—Triste, abbd? Vous avez le vin triste ? 

If y^u had but the wit to take it in that way, and 
answer*her accordingly! EUe a Vamour triste. 
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like most of her sort. For you must allow she is 
making love, though in the unprjictical way. If 
I could but see an end of this dolorous kind of 
verbal virtue and compromised sentiment—this 
lender tension of the moral machine, worse f6r 
the nerves than the headiest ^^raughts of raw 
sensation ! But it all comes oJj your books; I 
thank Heaven we were reared on sounder stuff. 

Confess that her American sermons were too 

% 

much for you. for Aboulfadir, I never was 
so nearly hysterical since the decease of your 
grandfather. I actually saw her looking out the 
bit. And your initials on the slip of paper, you 
remember ? Oh, you utter idiot! 

Allow me one more question before you tear 
me up. Has it yet struck you what her last 
words mean ? “You can never show this ” : 
that is, in Heaven’s name forward this to old 
Aunt Midhurst next^ time she writes spitefully 
about me. Now, Reginald, I will not have bad 
language. You know she meant that; the 
woman capable of inditing that letter must be 
capable of thinking it gobd enough to influence 
any reader, upset any prejudice. You were to 
send it (you must admit you did), and it was to 
complete the grand work of refutation be^un a 
week before by her appeal to me on the*occasion 



A, YEAR’S BETTERS 137 

of your letter. Now, I do hope you see : it was 
really a passjible stroke of wit. The whole 
thing was cooked with a view to its being served 
up stewed iif the same sauce. No doubt, after 
the great conception, her brain swelled with the 
sense of supreme diplomacy. Perhaps a man 
might have ber^ taken in. Evidently a boy was. 
For my part I think it personally insulting to 
have supposed my opinion of her was to be 
aftecteJi by such a cheap siftcimen of the scene- 
shifter’s professional knack. I see as well as 
ever how she wants to play her hand out. 

I give you a month, my dear boy, to get over 
your rage at me; then I sliall expect you to 
behave equably. Till that time I suppose I 
must let you “ chew the thrice-tumed cud of 
wrath.” Otherwise I should beg you not to make 
one of the south-coast party I hear of. Also, if 
you did go, to stick close yoiy- sister. As it is, 
I see you will join the rest, and waste your time 
and wits, besides sinking chin-deep in Platonic 
sloughs of love. Some day I may succeed in 
pulling you out. I dare say it ought to be a 
comfort to me to reflect that you are doing no 
great harm; dirtier you might get, but scarcely 
wetter. The quagwater of sentiment will soak 
you \o the bone. In earnest, if you go to Ports- 
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mouth or elsewhere with the Che 3 mes, you are 
to let me hear now and then. J. hope there is 
enough love or liking between us two to stand 
a little sharp weather between whiles. Even 
though I am unbearably vicious and shamefully 
stupid with regard to your couslh, you ought to 
try and overlook it. Recollects.my age, I en¬ 
treat you. Can you expect sound judgment 
and accurate relish of the right thing from such 
an old critic as I aril ? You might as well hope 
to make me see her beauty with your eyes as 
appreciate her goodness in your fashion. And 
then, bad as I may be, we have been friends too 
long to break off. If I had ever had a son in my 
younger years things would have gone differently ; 
as it was, I have always had to put up with you 
instead. A bad substitute you make, too; but 
somehow one gets used to that. If I could have 
taken you with, me from the first, and reared 
you under shelter of your mother (nice work I 
should have had of it, by tire by ; but all thai 
labour fell to your father’s share), I would have 
broken you in better. I would, regardless of all 
expense in birch ; though as to that the Captain 
did his duty to you liberally, I will say. When 

t 

you were bom I could not realize your mother’s 
age to myself in the least; I myself ^^as only 
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thirty-eight (look me out in the dates, if you 
won’t take my ^yord for it), and I could not make 
her out old enough to have a son. Besides, 1 
had always hungered after a boy. So I took to 
you from the beginning in an idiotic way,* and 
by this time no toubt my weakness is developing 
into senile dottge. I don’t say I always stood 
by you; but you must remember, my dear 
Redgie, I could not always. ilMuck was 

mine as to that, and your mother’s too. I wish 
I could have kept by you when you did want 
some of us at hand; not that I suppose the 
softest-hearted boy feels deeply the want of a 
superincumbent grandmother. Still, we should 
all have got on the better for it, I conceive. No 
doubt, too, I have not always done the best for 
you—only my best: but that 1 did always want 
to do. In a word, you know I love you as 
dearly as need be: and yOii mqy as well put up 
with me for fault of a better. 

Take this into account when you feel furious, 
and endeavour to make the best you can of me. 
1 perceive this letter *is running to seed, and 
my tattle fast lapsing into twaddle. After all, I 
don’t suppose my poor shot? at the pathetic 
will J^ring down much game of the sentimental 
kind. I might bubble and "Coil over with feeling 
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long enough (I suspect) before you melted. 
Besides, what does it matter, I should be glad to 
know ? However, I do trust you will be as good 
a boy as you can. and not bring me'to an untimely 
grave in the flower of my wrinkles. 
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XV 

LADY CHEYNE TO FRANCIS 

Por|p*nouih,^^lay 28th. 

Do not write, and do not persist in trying to 
speak to me again. If you care for any of us, 
you will not stay here. I can do nothing. Wlicn 
my husband speaks to me, it turns me hot and 
sick with fear. I am ashamed of every breath 1 
draw. If you cannot have mercy, do, for God's 
sake, think of your ow'n honour. If you stay 
here, you may as well show this letter at once. 
I wish Cheyne would kill me. But, even if he 
saw what I am thanking of when* I look at him, I 
believe he would not. He is so fearfully good to 
me. Oh, if I were to die, I should never forget 
that! I don’t know that it matters much what 
I do. I have broken my faith to him in thought, 
and, if justice were done, I ought to be put away 
from him. I look at my hand while I -write, and 
thinly it ought to be cut ofesPiy ring bums. I 
cannot think how things can be as dreadful as 
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they are. I suppose, if 1 can live through this, 
I shall live to see them becone worse. If I 
could but see what to do, I shodd be content 
with any wretchedness. I never meant to be a 
bad wife. When I woke this. morning, I felt 
mad. People would say there* was nothing to 
repent of; but I know. It is w^rsc not to love 
him than it would be to leave him. What have 
you done to me ? for I never lied and cheated till 
now. After such horrible falsehood and treason 
I don’t sec what crime is to stop me. If I had 
known that another woman was like me at heart 
I could not have borne to let her look at me. I 
feel as if I must go away and hide myself. If 
only something would give me an excuse for 
going home ! At least, if I must stay with my 
husband, I implore you to leave me. Tell your 
sister you must go. Say you are tired. Or go 
to London to-morrow with Cbeync, and don’t 
return. You can so easily excuse yourself from 
the sailing party. He stays in town one night, 
and comes down in time for it the day after. 
You can make a pretext'for remaining. If you 
have any pity, you will. I have nothing to help 
me in the* world. It would kill me to appeal 
to Reginald. No one could understand. ^ am 
sure, if you knew how I do want and trust to be 
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kept right, and what a fearful life 1 have of it 
with this sense pf a secret wearing me out, you 
would be sorr^ fbr me. And if you love me so 
much, knowing what you know now, you ought 
to be sorry. It is too late for me to get happy 
again, but I may come not to feel such unbearable 
shame as I do iiow, and shall while you stay. 
Promise you will not try to see me. I ^nder if 
God wiU be satisfied, supposjpg* you never do 
sec me again ? I shall have tried to be good. 1 
think He ought to have pity on me, too. But, 
if I live to grow old, I shall want to sec you 
then. 
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XVI 

MRS. RADWORTH TO LADY MIDHURST 

Portsmouth, June 3rd. 

> • 

You will have heard, my dear aunt, of our 
wretched loss, and the fearful bereavement of 
poor Amicia. I wish I could give a reassuring 
account of her, but she appears to be quite 
broken ; it is miserable to see her. She sits for 
whole hours in her own room ; I did hope at first 
it was to seek the consolation of prayer, but that 
comfort, I fear greatly, she is not yet capable of 
feeling. She looks quite like death. I suggested 
she should go into the roompvhere he is lying, 
and take her last look of him, but she turned 
absolutely whiter than she was, shuddered, and 
seemed quite sick. My, brother is hardly less 
overcome. On a servafit addressing him yester¬ 
day by his title, he actually sank into a chair, 
and gave* way in a manner which I could not but 
regret. I am- certain he would sacrifice ^worlds 
to restore his cousin to life. 
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Mr. Harewood has been throughout most 
kind. He has done all that the best friend of 
our poor child could do. Amicia will hardly see 
anyone but him. Mr. Radworth offered to 
relieve him of some part of the wretched trouble 

a 

and business he has undertaken to spare dear 
Amicia (Francis, I must tell you, seems incapable 
of moving); but he refuses to share it. I cannot 
express to you the admiration w^ all fe^l for his 
beaiutiful management of her, poor child. Who 
coiild remember at such a time the former folly 
which he must himself have forgotten ? I am 
constantly reminded that you alone always did 
him justice. 

I suppose you will wish to know the sad 
detail, and it had better perhaps be given at 
once by me than by another. We had decided, 
as you know, to take Saturday last as the day 
of our projected sail. Francis seemed curiously 
unwilling to go at first, and it was only at poor 
Lord Cheyne’s repeated request that he assented. 
Amicia was very quiet, and I thought rather 
depressed—I have no d^)ubt in consequence of 
the sudden reaction from a continued strain on 
her spirits. It was a very dull party altogether; 
only Mr. Harewood and poor Edm und seemed 
to have any spirits to enjoy it. They talked 
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a great deal, especially about summer plans. 
Quite suddenly,' we heard ahead^what I fancied 
was the noise of the overfalls, and began passing 
out of smooth water. I th 9 U^ht it looked 
dangerous, but they would put inshore. Feeling 
the waves run rapidly a little higher and higher, 
I said something to Amicia, who I knew was a 
bad sailor, and as she scarcely answered, but lay 
back in Yhe boajl, I feared the discomfort to her 
of rough water ha& begun. I stooped forward, 
as well as 1 remember, to sign to my husband to 
make Lord Che 5 me look at her. Ernest, in his 
nervous absent way, failed to catch my meaning, 
and, in rising to speak to me, was pitched forwards 
with a jerk, and came full against Mr. Harewood, 
who was helping to shift a sail. Then I really 
saw nothing more but that the sail-yard (is it a 
yard they call the bit of wood a sail is tied to ? 
swung round, and I sd-eamed and caught hold of 
Amicia, and next second I saw poor Lord Che 3 me 
in the water. He caught at Francis, who was 
next him, and missed. Mr. Harewood jumped 
in after him with his coat on, but he could hardly 
make the least way because of the ground swell. 
They had^to puU him in again almost stifled, and 

* Note (? by Lady Midhurst).—Too ingenuous by hdf for 
the situation.’* ^ 
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I feared insensible. Before I came to myself so 
as to see what itnybody was doing, they had got 
the body on Ipard, and Francis and the sailors 
and Ernest wer^ tr 5 dng to revive it. Amicia, 
who was shaking dreadfully, kept hold of her 
brother, chafing and kissing his face and hands. 
How we ever got back God knows. Amicia 
seemed quite stunned ; she never so ^rifiich as 
touched Jier husband’s hand. ^#^en we came to 
get out, I thought Francis and my husband 
would have had to support her, but Mr. Rad- 
worth was quite useless, and poor Francis could 
not bear even to look at her misery. So Mr. 
Harewood (who was really unfit to walk himself) 
and one of the sailors had to cariy^ her up to the 
house. The funeral takes place to-morrow ; I 
trust my brother may be abk? to attend, but 
really he seems at times perfectly broken down 
in health and every t4iing. 


1.2 
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XVII 

LADY MIDHURST TO LADY CHEYNE 
^ Ashlon Ilildred, June 6th. 

My Ceare^x^Child : 

I WOULD not let your mother go, or she would 
have been with you before this. It must have 
done her harm. She is not well enough even to 
write; we have had to take her in hand. It is 
a bad time for us all; we must live it down as 
we best may. I thought of advising your father 
to be with you before the funeral, but she^ would 
hardly like him to leave her. I shall start myself 
to-morrow, and take* you home with me. You 
had better not go to Lidcoisibe. With us you 
will at least have thorough quiet, and time to 
recover by degrees. Now no doubt you are past 
being talked to. I onl^ hope those people do 
their best for you. It is well now that nothing 
ever came between poor Cheyne and you. 
I suppose you have had as quiet and imbroken a 
time since yUttr-marriage as any one^eva’* does 
get. The change is sharp; all changes are that 
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turn upon a death. I know, too^ that he loved 
you very truly, was alwa};^ good, just, and 
tender to all he knew; a man to be seriously 
and widely regretted. It may be that you .arc 
just now inclining to believe you will never get 
over the pain of such a loss. Now, in my life, I 
have lost many people and many things I would 
have given much to keep. I have repen 4 !!id and 
lan\,ented much that I have dor^ and more that 
has happened to me—sometimes through my 
own fault. But one thing I do know, and would 
have you lay to heart—that nobody living need 
retain in his dictionary the word irretrievable. 
Strike it out, I advise you ; I erased it from mine 
long ago. Self-reproach and the analysis of 
regret are most idle things. Abstain at least from 
coniidences und complaints. Bear what you 
have to bear steadily, wijh locked teeth as it 
were. This minut^jnay be even ^aver than you 
think. 1 know how expansion follows on the 
thaw of sudden sorrow. I am always ready to 
hear and help you to the best of my poor old 
powers *, but, even to me, I would not have yon 
overflow too much. I write in all kindness and 
love to you, my poor child, and I know my sort 
of ci^msdling is harsh, hgathen, * mundane—1 
can hardly help your way of looking at it. No 
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one is sorrier tjian I am ; no one would give more 
to recall irrevocable things. Rut once again I 
assure you what cannot be recalled may be 
retrieved. Only the retrieving must come from 
you: show honour and regard to Cheyne’s 
memory by controlling and respecting yourself to 
begin with. If you have some floating desire to 
make vtonement of any kind, atone in that way. 
But if you h^'i^ any such feeling, tljicre is a 
morbid nerve ; you should labour to deaden it— 
by no means to stimulate. 

I am more thankful than 1 can say that you 
have Reginald with you. The boy is affectionate, 
and not of an unhealthy nature. He ought to 
be of use and comfort; I am sure he is good for 
you. I can well believe you see no more of 
others than you can help. It was nice for me to 
hear from any quarter that Redgie had done his 
part well. Thfere ought al\i(ays to be a bond 
between you two. Family tics are invaluable— 
where they are anything: and neither of you 
could have a better stay in any time of need than 
the •other. As to frienclships of a serious nature 
(very deeply serious that is) between man and 
man, or between woman and woman, I have no 
strong belief*in the^r existence—^none wl^^tever 
in their possible usefulness. 
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I shall be with you in two days at latest; will 
you understanc^if I ask you to wait for me ? Till 
I come, do nothing for yourself; say nothing to 
anybody. For your mother’s sake and mine, who 
have some claims to be thought of—I add no 
otlier name; I don’t want to appeal on any 
grounds but these ; but you know why you should 
spare her. Restraint and reserve at pre^nt will 
be, well made up to you tf‘^rt?rwards. I can 
imagine you may want some one to lean upon; 
I dare say it is hard now to be shut up and self- 
reliant ; but I would not on any account have 
you expand in a wrong direction. I could wish 
to write you a softer-toned letter of comfort than 
this ; but one thing I must say; do not let your 
grief hurry you even for one minute beyond the 
reach of a,si\ ice. As for comfort, my dearest child, 
what can I well say ? .1 have always hated 
condolence myself vavhere it is anything, it is bad 
—^helpless and senseless at best. A grievous tiling 
has happened ; we can say no more when all com¬ 
ment has been run through. To us for some 

• 

time—I say to us, callous as you are now think- 
ing me—the loss and misfortune will seem even 
greater than they are. You have the ^^orst of it. 
Nevertheless, it is not the ejjd of al> things. The 
world will dispense with us some day; but it 



152 LOVE’S CROSS-CJURRENTS 

shall not while we can hold out. Things must go 
on when we have dropped off ; b\>t, while we can, 
let us keep up with life. These are cold scraps 
enough to feed regret with ; but' they are at least 
solid of their kind, which is more than I would 
say of some warmer and lighter sorts of moral 
diet. As for what is called spiritual comfort, I 
would Slave you by all means take and use it, 
if you can get it>«4u?d if the flavour of it is natural 
to you : I know the way most people have of 
proffering and pressing it upon one ; for my part 
I never pretended to deal in it. I know only 
what I think and feel myself ; I do not profess to 
keep moral medicines on hand against a time of 
sickness. Heaven knows I would give much, or 
do much, or bear much, to heal you. But indeed 
at these times, when one must speak (as I have 
now to do), I prefer^ things of the cold sharp 
taste to the faint tepid mixtures of decocted sen¬ 
timent which religious or verbose people serve 
out so largely and cheaply. I may be the worse 
comforter for this; but to me comments, either, 
pious or tender, usually leave a sickly sense after 
them, as of some flat, unwholesome drug. I am 
not preaching paganism; I would have you seek 
all reasonable comfort or support wherever it 
seems good to you. But I for one cannot write 
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or talk about hopes of reunion, better life, 
expiation, faith, and such other fhings. I believe 
that those who cannot support themselves cannot 
be supporte(f. .Those who say they arc upheld 
by faith say they are upheld by a kind of energy 
natural to them. This I do entirely allow ; and 
a good working quality it is. But any one who 
is utterly without self-reliance will collaps^. There 
can be nothing capable of hiding the helpless. 
So you must be satisfied with the best 1 can give 
you in the way of comfort. 

I see well enough that I am heathenish and 
hard. But I know your trouble is a great one, 
and I will not play with it. It would be easy to 
write after the received models, if the thing were 
not so serious. Time will help us; there is no 
other certain help. Some day when you are old 
enough to reconsider past sorrows you will admit 
that there was a touch*of truih in my shreds of 
pagan consolation. Stoicism is not an exploded 
system of faith. It may be available still when 
resignation in the modern sense breaks down. 
Resign yourself by alfr means to the unavoidable ; 
take patiently what will come ? refuse yourself 
the relaxation of complaint. Have as little as 
you can to do with fear, or repentance, or retro- 
section of any kind, "tear is unprofitable; to 
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look back will weaken your head. As to repent¬ 
ance, it never did good or undid jbarm. Do not 
persuade yourself either that your endurance of 
things that are is in any way a sacrifice of Chris¬ 
tian resignation offered to the supreme powers. 
That is the unhealthy side of patience ; the forti¬ 
tude of the feeble. Be content to endure without 
pluming^^ourself on a sense of submission. For, 
indeed, subhiissioi^Uhout compulsion can never 
be anything but the vicious virtue of sluggards. 
We submit because we must, and had better not 
flatter ourselves with the fancy that we submit 
out of goodness. If we could fight our fate we 
all would. It is not the desire to resist that we 
fail in, but the means; we have no fighting 
material. It would not be rebellion, but pure 
idiocy or lunacy, for us to begin spluttering and 
kicking against the pricks; but, on the other 
hand, that is no treason why should grovel 
and blubber. It is a child’s game to play at 
making a virtue of necessity. I say that if we 
could rebel against what happens to us we would 
rebel. Christian or heatheii, no man would really 
submit to sorrow if he could help it. Neither 
you nor I would, and therefore do not try to 
believe you are resigned, as people call it, to God’s 
will in the strict religious sense. For if sub- 
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mission means anything that a Stoic had not it 
means something that no one ever had or ought 
to have. Courage, taking tlie word how you will, 
1 have alwa]^ put at the head of the virtues. Any 
sort of faith or humility that interferes with it, 
or impairs its working power, I have no belief in. 

But, above all things, I would have you always 
keep as much as you can of liberty. Give up all 
for that; sacrifice it to noUijpg—to no religious 
theory, to no moral precept. All slavishness, 
whether of body or of spirit, leaves a taint where 
it touches. It is as bad to be servile to God as it 
is to be servile to man. Accept what you must 
accept, and obey where you must obey ; but make 
no pretence of a “ freewill offering.” 'i'hat sort of 
phrase and tiiat sort of feeling I hold in real abhor¬ 
rence. Weak people and cowards play with such 
expressions and sentiments just as children do 
with tin soldiers. It is their substitute lor serious 
fighting; because ttiey cannot struggle, they say 
and believe they would not if they could; most 
falsely. Give in to jio such fancies: cherish no 
such forms of thought. Liberty and courage of 
spirit are better worth keeping than any indul¬ 
gence in hope and penitence. I suppose this tone 
of talk is unchristian; I know it is wholesome 
thbugh* for all that. GTod knows, our scope of 
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possible freedom is poor and smaA enough; that 
is no reason why we should labour to circum¬ 
scribe it further. We are beaten upon by neces¬ 
sity every day of our lives : we cannot get quit 
of circumstances ; we cannot better the capacities 
bom with us; all the less on that very account 
need we try to impair them. Because we are 
all purblyid, more or less, must we pluck out our 
eyes to be ^ed af^ut by the ear ? Is it any 
comfort, when we look through spectacles that 
show us nothing but shapeless blurs and blots, 
to be told we ought to see clearly by their help, 
and must at least take it for granted that others 
do ? Rather I would have you endure as much 
as you can, and hope for as little as you can. 
All wise and sober courage ends in that. Do, in 
Heaven’s name, try to keep free of false hopes 
and feeble fears. Face things as they are ; think 
for yourself when., you t'hink of life and death, 
joy and sorrow, right and wrong. These things 
are dark by the nature of them ; it is useless 
saying they can be lit upj:)y a candle held in 
your eyes. You are only‘the blinder; they are 

f 

none the clearer. What liberty to act and think 
is left us, let«us keep fast hold of ; what we cannot 
have, let us agr^ to live without. 

This is a strange fimeral sermon for me^to 
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preach to you dfeross a grave so suddenly opened. 
Only once or fifrice in the many years of one’s 
life the time comes for speaking out, if one will 
see it—^these are matters I seldom think over and 
never talk about, wishing to keep my head and 
eyes dear. But my mind was made up, if I did 
write to you, to keep back nothing I had to say, 
and affect nothing I had not to say. *Vou are 
worth.counsel and help, sucbris I cSn give; the 
occasion, too, is worth open and truthful speech. 
I do not pray that you may have strength sent 
you; you must take your own share of work and 
endurance; you have to make your strength for 
yourself. I say again, time will help you, and 
we should survive this among other lamentable 
things. Put for me, now that I have said my say 
and prayed my prayers over the dead, I shall 
not preach on this text again. What my love 
and thought for you can do in'the way of honest 
help has been done. If you want nfore in this 
time of your danger and sorrow, you will not ask 
it of me. Suppose J were now dying, I could 
not add a word more tb leave you by way qi com¬ 
fort or comment. For once I have written fully, 
and shown you what I really think <and look for 
as to these matters. I shall never open up again 
in the same way to any one while I live. I have 
unpacked my bag for you; now I put it away for 
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good, under lock and seal. Wh^ we meet, and 
as long as we live together, let ul* ^o the best we 
can in silence. 

I add no message ; all that would be said you 
know without that. It could only weaken you 
and sharpen the pain of the day to you to receive 
tender words and soft phrases copied out to no 
purpose.• I have told your mother she had best 
not write—^fdigive jjip if you regret it. Incieed, ,1 
doubt whether she would have tried. When you 
are here, we must all manage to gain in strength 
and sense. If this letter of mine strikes cold 
upon your sorrow, I can but hope you may find, 
in good time, something or some one able really 
to soothe and support you better than I can. 
Meantime, if you read it with patience, I hope it 
may help to settle you ; save you from the useless 
self-torture of penitent perplexity and the misery 
of a petted retrospect; and ligjjjten your head, at 
aU events, of some worry, if it cannot just now 
affect you at heart for the better, as other com¬ 
forters might profess to do. No one, to my 
thinking, can “ help the h^art ”—wise phrase of 
a wiser poet than your brother ever will make. 

There, I suppose, you must suffer at present. 
How things are,to go with us later on, I cannot 
say or see. But while you live, and whatever you 
do, believe at least in the love I have for you. 
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XVIII 

LADY MIDHURST TO FRANCIS CHEYNE 

Ashton Hildrud, 28th. 

My Dear Frank : 

I wou£d not have you write to Amicia about 
those minor arrangements you speak of. Matters 
had better be settled with me, or by means of 
your sister. We know you will do all you can 
in the best possible way; and she is not yet well 
enough to bear worry. I fear, indeed, that she 
has more to bear physically than we had thought 
of. She keeps getting daily more white and 
wretched, and we hardly know how to handle her. 
When she arrived, she h^d a soist of nervous look 
of strength, which be^ns now to fail •her com¬ 
pletely ; spoke little, except to me, but fed and 
slept like a rationally afflicted person. Now I 
see her get purplish about the eyes, and her 
cheeks going in perceptibly. It will take years 
to set her straight if this is to go on. She is 
past all medicine of mine. I dare say she will 
begin to tlevelope a spirittfal tendency—she reads 
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the unwholes(mest books. The truth is, she is 
far too young to be a widow, i That grey and 
cynical condition of life sits well only upon 
shoulders of thirty or forty. She is between 
shadow and sun, in the dampest place there is. 
Mist and dew begin to tell upon her brain : there is 
the stuff of a conversion in her just now. I tell 
you this because you have known her so well, and 
were such gbod frieijids with her that you will be 
able to take my meaning. I am sure you do 
want to hear, and sincerely wish all things right 
with her again. I hope they may be in time—^we 
must take them as they are now. Meantime, it 
is piteous enough to see her. She comes daily to 
sit with me for hours, and has a way of looking up 
and sighing between whiles which is grievous to 
me. Again, at times, I seem to have glimpses of 
some avowal or appeal risen almost to her lips, 
and as suddenly resigned. £ter words have tears 
in them somehow, e\ m wfien she talks peaceably. 
1 had no suspicion of so deep or keen a regard 
on her part. Our poor Edmund can hardly have 
given^her as much, one*would say. But who 
knows what he had in him } He was strange 
always, with his gentle cold manner, and had 
rare qualities. ** I forget things,” she said one 
day on a sudden to me~I never know what'she 
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Iploes think of. Anothlbr time, ** I wi^h one could 
see backwards.” | 

I am glad yod went at once to Lidcombe ; you 
will make thorn ^ a good lord there. Edmund 
always hung loose on the place. Some day, I 
suppose, you will have to marry, but you are full 
young as yet, I should like to sec what the 
house will hold in ten years’ time, but do not 
much expect the luck. Early deaths age people 
who hedr of them. I feel the greyer for this 
month’s work. They tell me you have had 
Captain Harewood to help you in settling down 
and summing-up. As he was, in a manner, your 
guardian for a year or two after the death of 
your father, I suppose he is the man for such 
work. I believe he had always a good clear 
head and practical wit. That wretched boy of 
his doubtless lost his chance of inheriting it 
through my fault. We cflme in'llhcre and spoilt 
the blood. I fancy yud have something of the 
same good ^t. It is one I have always coveted, 
and always^failed of, that ready and steady 
capacity for decisive work. Your mother was a 
godsend to our family—we never had the least 
touch of active sense among us. All my brother’s, 
now, was loose muddled good sense, running over 
into«nonsense when he felt to work. The worst 
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of him was j his tendency to vacuous verbose 
talk; he was hcarly as long-breathed, and as 
vague in his chatter, as I am. Not such a thorn 
in the flesh of correspondents, though, 1 imagine. 
1 hear Reginald is with his father at Plessey. 
The place is just endurable in these hot months, 
but always gives me a notion of thawing-time 
and wc^bbed feet. It is vexatious, not being able 
to send foB the boy here. Amy would be all the 
better for him ; but of course it is past looking 
for. She talks of him now and then in a very 
tender and grateful way. “ Redgie was very 
good ; I wonder what his wife will be ? ” she said, 
once. There was no chance of such luck for him 
in sight, I suggested; but she turned to me with 
singular eyes, and said, “ I should like her if 
she would marry him soon.” She has a carte 
dc visile of him, which is made much of. Her 
husband never ^ould ^it for one, I recollect. It 
seems Redgie was useful"v!iien nobody else could 
have done much good. Those few days were 
hideous. 1 never shall forget that white dried 
face of hers, and the heavy look of all her limbs. 
Poof child, I had to talk her into tears. She 
had the vfays of old people for some time after. 
Even now she is bad enough; worse, as I told 

m 

you, in some things. ^ It is great amiabiliiy to 
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express such feeling a^out turning out as you 
do. No help for^il.^you know. She would have 
had more to bear A Lidcombc; and you will 
soon fit well into 4 :he old place. Very fond of it 
she certainly was, and some day, perhaps, 1 may 
take her over to see you. That will be years 
hence. Your wife must be good to the dowagers 
—I dare say she will. It will be curious to* meet 
there anyhow. One thing is a4)ity, that Amicia 
can never have a child to keep her company ; 
for I think she can hardly marry again, young as 
she is. A daughter would have done you no 
harm, and left her with one side of life filled up— 
she would have made a perfect mother. I used 
to think she had much of the social type of 
Englishwom?’^ It is such a broken-up sort of 
life that one anticipates for her. And there 
was such a tender cager^ delight in affection, 
such a soft and warm spirit, such jUure pleasure in 
being and doing good—it is the most delicious 
nature I know. But you know her, too. Love to 
your sister from both, jf she is still with you. 
Or did they leave when ttfe Plessey peo*plc went ? 


112 
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XIX 

^FRANCIS CHEYNE TO MRS. RADWORTH 

Lidcomlx!, Aug. i6th. 

•% ■ 

I DO not see how I can possibly stay here. If 
you had not gone so soon we might have got on ; 
now it is unbearable. There is a network of 
lawyers’ and over-lookers’ business to be got 
through still. I go about the place like a thief, 
and people throw the title in my face like a buffet 
at every turn. And I keep thinking of Amicia; 
her rooms have the sound of her in them. I went 
down to the lake at sunset and took a pull by 
myself. The lioise of the water running off and 
drawing under was like some one that sobs and 
chokes. I went home out of all temper with 
things. And there was. a letter waiting from 
Aunt Midhurst that would have made one half 
mad at the best of times. She is right to strike 
if she pleases; but her sort of talk hits hard. I 
felt hot and sick with the sense of meanness when 
I had done. These things are the' worSt one 
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has to bear. She tehs me -what tjf) do; gives 
news of Amicia would kill one to think of, 
if thought did kill; mixes allusions in a way that 
she only could have the heart to do. I believe 
she knows or thinks the worst, and always has. 
And there is nothing one can say in reply to her. 
It is horrid to Ue at her mercy as we do. Their 
life in that house must be intolerable. can 
see.Amy sitting silent under her eyes*and talk ; 
sick and silent, without crying, like a woman held 
fast and forced to look on while some one else 
was under torture. I know so well by myself how 
she must take the suffering ; with a blind, bruised 
soul, and a sort of painful wonder and pity ; 
divided from herself; beaten and broken down 
and tired ou^. If she were to go mad I should 
know why. And I cannot come near her, and 
you know how I love hc^. I would kill myself 
to save her pain, and I know she ft in pain hourly, 
and I sit here where she used to be. If I had 
never been bom at all she would have been happy 
enough with her husband alive. I tell you, God 
knows how good she was to him. If only,one 
of their people here would insult me, I should be 
thankful. But the place seems to ^cept me, 
and they tolerate a new face; I did-think some 
one^ould show vexation or sorrow—do or say 
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something way of showing they remembered. 
I was Quixotic, I suppose, for -ajl the old things 
made way for me. Except the one day when 
Redgie Harewood came over with his father; 
lie did seem to think I had no business here, and 
I never liked him so well. You recollect how 
angry it made you. People ought to remember. 
I was glad he would not stay in the house. That 
was the only time any one has treated me as I 
want to be treated. I shall come and stay with 
you if you will have me. I cannot go about yet, 
and I hate every comer of this house. When 
I ride I do litenilly feel now and then tempted to 
try and get thrown. Last winter we were all 
here together, and she used to sing at this time in 
this room. The voice and the sound of her dress 
come and go in my hearing, I see her face and 
all her hair glitter and yibrate as she keeps sing¬ 
ing. Her hands and her throat go up and down, 
and her eyes turn and shine. Then she leaves 
off playing and comes to me, and 1 cannot see 
her near enough ; but I feel her hands touch me, 
and .hear her crying. I can do nothing but 
dream in this w^ay. I want my life and my love 
back. I &m wretched enough now, and she 
must be unhappier than 1 am; she is so much 
better. Her beautiful tender nature must tie a 
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pain to her^ every day. I suppose^she is sorry 
for me. I would to-day if I could make her 
forget. My dear sifter, you must let me write 
to you as 1 caiif and not mind what I say. I 
could not well write to a man now ; and I never 
was friends enough with any one to open out us 
I can to you. I must get strength and sense in 
time, or make an end somehow. I wish fo God 
I cpuld ^ive all this away and*be rid Cf things at 
once. 
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XX 

REGINALD HAREWOOD TO LADY CHEYNE 

t 

f riessey, Aug. 24th. 

I WAS over at Lidcombe again last week. Frank 
was to leave to-day for his sister’s: the Rad- 
worths have asked him for some time. I am also 
pressed to go, but I hardly like being with him. 
Unfair, I suppose, but reasonable when one thinks 
of it. He is a good deal pulled down, and makes 
very little of his succession : asks after you always, 
and seems rather to cling to company. All the 
legal work is over; and I hope you will not be 

4 

bothered with any more letters, li you care to 
hear, I may tell you there is some chance of my 
getting to work after aU. They want to diplo¬ 
matize me: I am to have §ome secretaryship or 
other under Lord Foth^rington. If anything 
comes of it I shall leave England next month. I 
shall have Arthur Lunsford for a colleague, and 
one or two other fellows 1 know about me. A. L. 
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was a gi^at swell iA our schooldays, and used 
to ride over the^fi^ads of us lower boys with spurs 
on. I wonder if ^rank remembers what a tre¬ 
mendous licking* he got once for doing Lunsford’s 
verses for him without a false quantity, so that 
when they were shown up he was caught out 
and came to awful grief. I don’t know if I ever 
believed in anytliing as I did once in the get-up 
oi that fellow. To have him ov^ one again 
will be very comic ; he never could get on without 
fags. Do you think the service admits of his 
licking them ? I suspect he might thrash me 
still if he tried: you know what a splendid big 
fellow he is. Audley says he is attach^ to Lady F., 
not to the embassy; and makes his way by dint 
of his songf and his shoulders. People adore 
a huge musical man. Muscles and music matched 
will help one to bestride the^orld. Aimc! I 
wish I could buy either of them", cheap. 

Do you remember an old Madame*de Roche- 
laurier, who used to claim alliance with you 
through some last-ceatury Cheyne, and was great 
on old histories ?—a lank old lady, With q half- 
shaved chin and eyes that our grandmother called 
vulturine—old hard eyes, that turned on springs 
in her head without appearing to look ? She 
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has turned ^ain this year in England, and 
means to marry her daughter l?|rank, the Rad- 
worths say. I have seen the daughter, and she 
is admirable; the most perfect figure, and hair 
like the purple of a heartsease; her features are 
rather too like a little cat’s for me; she is white 
cmd supple and soft, and I suppose could sparkle 
and scratch if one nibbed up her fur when the 
weatlier was getting electric. Clara thinks her 
figure must be an English inheritance : she is 
hardly over seventeen. They do not think Frank 
will take up with her, though C. would push the 
match if she could on his account. You would 
have heard of this from her if I had not written. 
Madame de Rochelaurier is one-third English, 
you know, and avows her wishes in the plainest 
way. She is immense fun, and very bland 
towards me. She gave me one bit of family 
history which I mtist send you : it seems she had 
it from thd great-uncle—“ homme unpayable, et 
dont mon coeur portc toujours Ic deuil—rapi6c6.” 
(She really said it unprovoked ; Frank is a faded 
replica^ of his father, in her eyes; ‘ mais Claire ' 
e’est son portrait vivant—fait d’apres Courbet,” 
Which I could not make out; why Courbet ? 
and she would, not expound.) Here is the story:— 
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The Lady Che5me James Vs time was a great 
beauty, as we^ki^ow by that portrait—the one 
with heaps of full difep-yellow hair, you remember, 
and opals under the throat. It seems also she 
was a proverb for goodness, in spite of having 
to husband that unbeautiful “William, tenth 
Baron,” with the gaunt beard and grisly collar— 
that bony-cheeked head we always thought the 
ugly ope of the lot. That ivas wliy they gave 
her the motto “ sans reproche ” on the frame. She 
had two fellows in love with her—the one a Sir 
Edmund Brackley, and the other, one regrets to 
say, the old Reginald Harewood I was christened 
after, who wrote those poems my father keeps 
under key, and will not let the Herbert Society 
have to print. I knew he had a story, and that 
the old miniature of him, with long curls, once 
had some inscription, which my grandfather got 
rubbed out.* He was a fastMi sort of fellow 
evidently, and rather a trump; he* had some 
tremendous duel at nineteen with a Scot of the 
King’s household, and killed his man; never 
could show his face at Court afterwhrds^ The 
old account was that he lost heart after six months’ 
suit, and killed himself for love of tier: but the 
truth seems to be thisj that our. perfect Lady 
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Margaret lost her own head,^and fdl seriously in 
love with his rhymes and his ,s\$rprd-hand; and 
one time (this is the Rochelaurier version) let 
him in at a wrong hour. Then, in the late night, 
she went to Lord Che3me and roused him out 
of sleep, bidding him come now and be judge 
between her and all the world. So he got up and 
followed (in no end of a maze one would think), 
and she broiight him to a room where her lover 
was lying asleep with his sword unfastened. Then 
she said,—if he believed her good and honest, 
let him strike a stroke for her and kill this fellow. 
And the man held off (you should have heard 
your uncle tell it, Madame de Rochelaurier said ; 
her own old eyes caught fire, and her hand beat 
up and down); he stood back and had pity on 
him, for he was so noble to look at, and had such 
a boy’s face as he lay sleeping along. But she 

t 

bade him do her right, and that did he, though it 
were with tears. For the lover had hired that 
night a gentlewoman of hers to betray her into 
his hands before it was yet. day; and she had 
just got wind of the device. (But really she 
had let him in herself in the maid’s dress, and 
just then left him. “ Quelle tete! ” Madame 
de Rochelauri.er observed.) Then her husband 
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struck him and reused him, and made him 

stand up there *and fight, and 'before the poor 
boy had got hil ta«5lding ready, ran him through 
at the first ffesg under the heart. Then he took 
his wife’s hand and made her dip it into the 
wound and sprinkle the blood over his face. And 
the fellow just threw up his eyes and winced as 
she wetted her hand, and said “Farewell, the 
most sweet and bitter thing jupon ^rth,” and so 
died. * After that she was held in great honour, 
and most of all by her old suitor, Sir Edmund, 
who became friends with her husband till the civil 
war, when they took up separate sides, and 
people believed that Brackley (who was of the 
Parliament party) killed Lord Cheyne at Naseby 
with his own hand. His troopers, at all events, 
did, if he missed. The story goes, too, that 
Cheyne lived to get at the truth about his wife by 
means of hey servant, find “ flivver had any great 
joy of his life afterwards.” Madame de Roche- 
laurier^ave me a little copy of verses sent from 
my namesake “To his most excellent and per¬ 
fect lady, the Lady Margaret Che3me ” ; she got 
them from our uncle, who had looked'up the 
story in some old papers once, on^ a rainy visit 
at Lidcombe. I copied them for you, thinking it 



LOVE’S CROSS-CURRENTS 


174 

might amuse you when you have^time on hand to 
look them ovei^. • 


I 

Fair face, fair head, and goodly gentle br/jwt, 

Sweet beyond speech and bitter beyond measure ; 

A thing to make all vile things virtuous, 

Fill fear with force and pain’s heart’s blood with pleasure ; 
Unto thy love my love takes flight, and dying 
lletween thy lips alights and falls to sighing. 

U 

I 

Drcathe, and my soul spreads wing upon thy breath ; 

Withhold it, in thy breath’s restraint I perish; 

Sith life indeed is life, and death is death, 

As thou shalt choose to chasten them or cherish ; 

As thou shalt please ; for what is good in these 
Except they fall and flower as thou shalt please ? 

III 

Day's eye, spring’s forehead, pearl above pearls’ price, 

Hide me in thee where sweeter things are hidden, 
Between the rose-roots and the roots of spice. 

Where no man walks but hol^s his foot forbidden ; 
Where summer snow, in August apple-closes* 

Nor frays the fruit nor ravishes the roses. 

IV 

Yea, life is life, for thou hast life in ^ight; 

And death is death, for thou anti death are parted. 

I love thee not for love of my delight, 

But for thy praise, to make thee holy-hearted ; 

Praise is love’s raiment, love the body of praise, 

The topmost leaf and chaplet of his days. 
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I love thee not for love’s sake, nor for 
Nor for thy soul’| fsike merely, nor thy beauty’s; 

But for that honour in me which is thine, 

To make men^iraise me for my loving duties; 

Seeing neither deatlt nor earth nor time shall cover 
The soul that lived on love of such a lover. 

VI 

So shall thy praise be more than all it is, 

As thou art tender and of piteous fashion. 

Not that I bid thee stoop to pluck kiss, * 

^00 pdle a fruit for thy red mouth’s compassion ; 

But till love turn my soul’s pale cheeks to red, 

Let it not go down to the dusty dead. 

R. H. 


FINIS 

The thing is dated 1625, and he was killed next 
year, being just my age at the time. I do call it 
a shame ; but Madame de Rochelaurier says it 
was worth her while, and would make a good 
story, which one might call The Cost of a 
Reputation.” “ C’etail decidement upe femme 
forte,” she said placidly. That is true, I should 
say, but the presence of mind was rather 
horribly admirable; *sUie must have had great 
pluck of a certain sort to go straight off to her 
husband and put the thing into his head; 
no wonder they called her “spiffs repfoche^ I 
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should put “ sans merci ” oi^ the* frame if it were 

mine. Those t verses of his read oddly by the 

light of the story ; I have ratlieV a weakness for 

that pink and perfumed sort of poem that smells 

of dead spice and preserved leaves; it reads like 

opening an old jar of pot-pourri, with its stiff 

scented turns of verse and tags of gold em- 

broider}' gone tawny in the dust and rust. And 

in spite of fill the old court-stuff about apples 

and roses and the rest, there is a kind of serious 

twang in it here and there, as if the man did caio 

to mean something. I suppose he didn’t mind, 

and liked his life the better on account of her; 

would have gone on all the same if he had known ; 

fellows do get to be such fools. I don’t think I 

should have cared much either. Conceive Ernest 

not liking his wife to talk about it. He found 

the verses in a book of hers, and wanted to bum 

them: then sat/down ♦and read Prodgers on 

* 

Pantology, or something in that way, for two 
hours instead, till Madame de Rochclaurier called, 
Clara told me that evening. A treatise on the 
use of fish-bones as manure*! think it was. She 
will not take the Rochelaurier view at all, and 
says Lady Margaret ought to have been hanged 
or burnt. As for my forefather, she calls him 
the perfectest knight and fool on record: ^he 
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sort of man one could have risked being burnt 
for with pleasure. * ghe would have iJeen a noble 
chatelaine in the castle days. One would have 
taken the charibc.for her sake; rather. And if 
ever anything were said about her—all such 
iKiiures do get ill-used—I think and trust you 
!oi one would stand by her and speak up for her. 
Slie is too good to let the world b(‘ very gdod to 
her. Tears and brilliant light jnixod her eyes 
when she’ talked of that bit of story: the beauti- 
• *iesc 0*:*^ :;nd anger and passionate compassion, 
.i*’ ■ ; ‘ '^pt savs rcproche on her shield, 

j 'K **. ru'd on her heart. I 

great. She wanted 
> would liavc outdoiuj 

< •* I'i 1 splendid labour of hers, 

if .M.t A ere lad in inouniing already she 
•uJd put on deeper black for Cavour now ; I 
told her not. M she had*been Virn an Italian, 
^iid had Uk nc<! given her, she would have 
gone into bat I aiy men. That 

Venice visit last the stamp on it. I 

never saw her so ncarl}^letting*tears really fall 

# 

as when she quoted that about the “ piteous 
ruinous beauty of all sights in the fair-laced city 
that death and love fought for when it was alive, 
and dove was beaten, but Comes back always to 

N 
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look at the sweet killed ^bod|^ left there adrift 
between sear dnd sunset.” I certain Ernest 
wears her out; the miserable <fay’s work does tell 
upon her, and the nerves and head will fail bit 
by bit if it goes on. Men would trust in her and 
honour her if she were a man ; why cannot 
women as it is ? Whatever comes, she ought to 
look to us at least; to you and me. 
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XXI 

LADY MIDHUKST TO MRS. RADWORTII 

Ashion llildreil) Sept. A>th. 

I WISH ray news were of a bettej sort ;«but 1 cun 
only say, in answer to your nice kind letter, that 
Amicia is in a very bad wa}^ indeed. At least, J 
think so ; she has not held up her licad for weeks, 
and her face seems to me changing, as some 
unusually nbsurd poet of your gt'.neration has 
observed, “ from the lily-Ii»:if to the lily-stem.” 
Stalk he might at least have said, but he wauled 
a sort of \inainous rhyme to “ flame.” A letter 
from Reginald the other day put some light and 
colour into her for a minute, but kerned to leave 
her worse than ever when the wannlli was taken 
off. Next day she could not come down: I, with 
some conventional brutality, forced a way into 
her room and found he** just asleep, her face 
crushed into the wet pillow, with the fever of 
tears on the one cheek uppermost—^leaden and 
bluish with crying and watching. I tell her that 
to weep herself green is ifo widow’s duty, and 
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no sigA of ripeness; but sbe keeps wearing down; 
is not visibly (hinner yet, but must be soon. Her 
eyelids will get limp and her eyelashes ragged at 
this rate; she speaks with a sort of hard low 
choke in the notes of her voice which is perfectly 
ruinous. Very few things seem to excite her for 
a second; she can hardly read at all: sits with 
her chin down and eyes half drawn over like a 
sleepy sick'child. ^ 1 should not wonder to see her 
hair bcgmnmg to go: she actually looKs sharp: 
one might expect her brows and chin to become 
obtrusive in six months’ time. Ev^cn the rumour 
we hoar (not at first hand you know) about a 
Rochflauricr revival did not seem to rouse or 
amuse her. If there is anything in the chatter, 
one can only be glad of such an improvement in 
the second generation; for I cannot well conceive 
Frank’s marrying, or your approving, a new 
edition of Mademoiselle Armande de Castigny. 
Fabieu de Rochelaurier was the most victimized, 
imhappiest spechnen of a husband 1 ever saw: 
a Prudhomme-Coquardcau of good company, if 
you can take—and will tolerate—^the Gavami 
metaphor. The life she led him is unknown \ 
half her exploits, I believe devoutly, never reached 
the light-many I suspect never would bear the 
air. You w«sf know what people say of ,<^hat 
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young M. de Savemy, wMo goes about with them— 
the man you«used toilet on so well witli two years 
ago ? He never tum^ up during Madame de 
Savemy’s life anywhere—and months after the 
poor wretched lady’s death his father produces 
this child of four, and takes him about as his 
orphaned heir, and presents to 

the Rochelauriers, who make an mfimlc ado about 
the cliild ^ver after. Why, at or«i time lie wanti'd 
to marry the girl himself—had played with her 
in childhood—plighted troth among budding roses 
—chased butterflies togcthci —Paul el Virgiiiie, 
nothing less. This was a year ago, just after 
he went back to France, she being barely out of 
her convent. Do you Wdiit ‘o know wl^y, and 
how, it was broken off ? Look in the tabic of 
affinities. 

Of course, if the giil^ ii» nj^e, tani micnx. 
Remembering my dear mother, if is not for me 
to object to a I'lench Lady Che3me. * Rut a 
Rochelaurier—if KocJielaunci it is to be -you 
will allow is rather staitiing. 01^1 M. do Savemy 
is dead, certainly, which is one safegu.ud, p-iid 
really a thing to be thankful for. He was awful. 
Vallons, Lauzun, Richelieu's own sdf hardly 
more compromising. Andjierc the mother tells. 
Unldckily, but so it is. Taking one thing with 
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another into account, though, Philom&ne might 
get over this well enough/nom tramontain 
et devot m’a ton jours cl'ispe les nerfs. But if 
Frank likes her, well and good. People do not 
always inlierit things. Your friend, for instance, 
the amiable Octave, is not very like that exquisite 
and infamous old father. Only I should be 
inclined to take time, and look w’ell about me. 
Here, again, you may be invaluable to the boy. 
By what I remember, I should hardly have 
thought Philomcne do Rochelaurier would turn 
out the sort of girl to attract him. Pretty I 
have no doubt she is. Octave I always thought 
unbearable; that complexion of singed white 
always gives me the notion of a sheet of note- 
paper flung on the fire by mistake, and snatched 
off with the edges charred. Et puis ces yeux de 
la pin. Et cetje voix de serin. The blood is 
running out, ‘‘evidently. M, de Sa\'erny pere 
was great in his best days. They used to say 
last year that Count Sindrakoff had supplanted 
his ghost auprh de la Rochelaurier. She is 
nearly my age. But I believe the Russian was 
a young man of the Directory or thereabouts. I 
am getting horridly scandalous, but Armande 
was always too much for my poor patience. She 
thinks herself one of Balzac’s women, ancT gets 
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up affairs to order. • Besides, she alw^s fell 
short of diplon^^(V through pure ^natural lack 
of brain; and yet was always drawing blunt 
arrows to the chead, and taking shaky aim 
at some shifting public bull’s-eye. I wrote a 
little thing about her some years since, and 
labelled it, “ La Femme de Cinquante Ans, 
Etude ”; it got sent to Jules de Vcrsac, who 
touched^ it up, and put t in the Tifiion —it was 
the best sketch I ever made. I dare say she 
knows I wrote it. It amuses me ineffably to 
find her taking up with Kedgie Harewood ; 1 
suppose by way of paying indirect court to us. 
I know he has more than the usual boy’s weak¬ 
ness for women twice his a^v, but surely tlicire 
can be nothing of the sort liere ? They seem 
exquisitely o.niidential by his own innocent 
account. She always did like lamb and veal. 
The daughter .must be too young for him. A 
woman with natural red and withoift natural 
grey is no doubt not yet worth his looking at— 
that is, unless there.were circumstances which 
made it wrong and unsafe—but 1 speak of serious 
things. I thought at one time he was sure to 
upset all kinds of women with Uiat curious 
personal beauty of his, as his poor sifter used to 
U])!set men ; he is such a splendid boy to look at, 



i84 LOVE’S CROSS-CURRENTS 

^ r 

as to fkce; but now 1 seec his lot in life lies the 

$ 

other way, knd he will alwaj's be the footstool 
and spindle of any woma»' who may choose to 
have him. Less mischief will come of him that 
way, which is consoling to remember. Indeed, 
I doubt now if he ever will do any; but if he 
gets over thirty without some damage to himself 
I shall be only too thankful. Really, I think, in 
default of Letter,,! would rather see him than 
Frank married to Mademoiselle de Rochelaurier. 

I 

Lord Choync has time and room to beat about in, 
and choose from right or left. Now Redgie, I 
begin to Ixilicve, will have to marry before long. 
It would be something to keep him out of 
absurdities. We know too well what a head it 
is when any windmill is set spinning inside it. 
And, without irony, 1 am convinced Madame 
de Rochelaurier must have a real kindly feel¬ 
ing about him: • She was out of her depth in 
love with your father in 1825, and Redgie now 
and then reminds me a little of him j Frank is 
placider, and not quite such a handsome fellow as 
my brother used to be. It is so like her to come 
out witli old family histories and relics as the best 
means of astonishing the boy’s weak mind; but 
I did not know she had still any actual and 
tangible memorials of the time by her. I have 
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been trying to recoll<|pt the date of her daughter’s 
birth; sl\e was Upctant in ’46, for* I saw her in 
Paris, a lean child in the rose bhitde line. Three^ 
I should thiflk^ at the time, or perhaps fi\'e—a 
good ten years younger than Octave de Saverny. 
Redgie’s three or four years over would just tell 
in the right way—Frank I should call too young. 
I want you to tell me honestly how yoif look at 
it. To me it seems he might brwsh abc»ut the 
world*a little more before he begins marrying. 
Only this instant come of age, you know. The 
attachment might be a good thing enough for 
him. Mademoiselle Philomcne 1 suppose must 
be clever ; there is no reason to presume she can 
have inherited the poor old vicoralc^’s flaccidily 
of head and tongue. V'?ry spiritually Catholic, 
and excitable on geiieiTil matters, the girl ought to 
be by this time; Armandc, 1 remember, was a tre¬ 
mendous legitimist (curious for •her) of late years, 
and has doubtless undertaken to convert Regi¬ 
nald to sane views, and weed out Lis heresies and 
democracies. 1 should like to sec and hear tb.e 
process. Since the (^npire came in 1 believe she 
has put lilies on her carpets, and rallied lu;r crew 
round the old standard with a will. Henri V. 
must be truly thankful for her. DesLx:hes, the 
celigions journalist, w5.s one of her converts— 
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the mafl whom Sindrakof{i with hyperborean 
breadth of speech, once indicated to^me as a 
cochon manqui. Ever since the L^gcnde des 
SUclcs came out I have called him Sultan Mourad’s 
pig. One might suggest as a motto for his paper 
that line, 

Le pourceau miserable et Dieu se regard&rent. 

Edmond Ramcl m^dc me a delicious sketch of 
the subject, with Armande dc Rochelaurier, in 
sultanic apparel and with a beard beyond all 
price or praise, (lapping the flics off, her victims 
(social and otherwise) strewing the background. 
On apercevait en haut, parmi des ctoiles, Ic bon 
Dieu qui larmoyait, tout en s’essuyant Toeil 
gauche d’lin rnouchoir azure, au com duquel on 
voyait brode Ic chiffre du journal de Desloches, 
numero cent. Cette figure bdate avait les traits— 
devinez—du pauvre vieux vicomte Fabien. Je 
n’ai jamais ri de si bon canir. Que Victor 
Hugo me pardonne I 

As I .suppose nobody thinks just yet of 
betrothals or such like, I whnt to hear what you 
think of doing for the next month or so. It is 
a pity to leave Lidcombe bare and void all the 
autumn weeks. The place is splendid then, with 

I 

a sad and noble sort of bbauty in all the comers 
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of it. Such h*ills ^nd fields, as Redgie neatly 
expressed himAif in that last* i^mcirkable lyric 
of his, "‘shai^en ^d sounded through by the 
trumpets of tjie sea." The Hadlcigh sands arc 
worth seeing about the equinox; only, Heaven 
knows, we have all had sight enough of I he sea 
for one year. Still, Frank ought to be about 
the place now and then, or they will nbvcr grow 

together properly. Why qan you not go down 

* ■ 

together, and set up house in a quiet sisterly 
fashion for a little ?—he has hardly stayed there 
ten days in all since the spring. After living 
more than six w'ceks with yon, except that little 
Lidcoinbc interlude at ttie end of July and those 
few days in London, it is his turn to play host. 
Or, if any sort of feeling stands in flfe way of it. 
why not go fo Lord Charnworth’s, as you did last 
year ? If there is anything sound in the Rochc- 
laurier business, it W'fll growi all the blotter for a 
little separation—I am sure I for one would not 
for worlds mettre des bAtons dans les roues. 
But if it is a mere bit of intrigue on the mother’s 
part (and 1 can haitily believe Arniande a trust¬ 
worthy person), surely it is better cut’loose at 
once, and let drift. 1 shall try anj see I’hilomeae 
this winter, whether they return or stay. The 

0 

•Chanfvvorths are perfect people, and will be only 
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too glad *of you all. A consul’s death is no 
absolute reason ?for going into a inodem Jhebaid, 
nice as he was. And I hardly suppose you still 
retain your old preference of Octave Me Savemy 
to Lord Chamworth in the days before the latter 
poor man married—entirely, I have always 
believed, a result of your early cruelty. Now, if 
you stay' at home and keep up, in or out of 
London, the intimacy that seems to be getting, 
renewed, I predict you will have the whole 
maison Rochelaurier et C**" upon your hands at 
Blocksham before you know where to turn. 
Science will be blown up heaven-high, and Mr. 
Radworth will commit suicide. 

I am getting too terrible in my anticipations, 
and must come to a halt befoie all my colours 
have run to black. Besides, our doctor has just 
left, and the post begins to clamour for its prey. 

I t 

He gives us very tjingular auguries about his 
patient. For my own part, I must say I had 
begun to have a certain dim prevision in the 
quarter to which he seems to point. At all 
events, it appears she is in "no present danger, 
and we must not press the doubt. I trust you 
not to intimate the least hope or fear of such a 
thing happening, and only refer to it here to 
relieve the anxious feeling"' I might have 'given' 
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you by the toni of^my first sentences. •It would 
be unpardonable to excite uneasiness or pity to 
no purpose. *Fal§e alarms, especially in the 
posthumousf w^y, are never things to be excused 
on any hand. You can just let Frank know that 
we none of us apprehend any actual risk: whicli 
is more than I, at least, would have said a montli 
since. She is miserably reticent and depressed. 
I must end now, with all loves, as people used 
to say ages ago. Take good care of them all, 
and still better care of yourself—on many 
accounts—and think in the kindest way you 
can of 

Yours most affectionately, 

H. Miiuiurs'i. 
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CAPTAIN IIAREWOOD TO REGINALD 

I 

Plessey, Oct. 22nd. 

My Dear [Reginald : 

You will at once begin preparing for your work, 
unless you wish to throw this chanctj too over, 
and incur iny still more serious displeasure. 
That is all the answer I shall make you. You 
must be very well aware that for years back you 
have disgracefully disappointed me in every 
hope and every plan I have formed with regard 
to you. Of your school and college career I 
shall have a few words to say presently. It is 
against my exjprcssed wish’ and expectation that 
you arc now in London instead of being here 
under iny eye : and even after all past experience 
of your utter disregard of discipline and duty, I 
cannot but feel surprise at 5^0ur present proposal. 
If you clo visit the Radworths before returning 
home, you will do so in direct defiance of my 
desire. That course, understand, is distinctly 

r 

forbidden you. After out last interview on theo 
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* th® very suggestion 
subject I can and rebellious nature. 
bT^^an act of which your conduct 

I know Ae cohst ^ |)t unnaturally exposed 


towards youttCOUS^.jj^; know it. Upon her 
you; and you knt pxcusable and puerile 
and upon yoursell V^ti down remark and 
behaviour hajfeotved, and I intend that 
reproach. I t aim, to put ap end to this, 
you shall rertt 1 letter from your griuid- 
I*havd comeQinie back—I think Ixjfore 
mother, dat(^tt)phe in which you were 
the miserable ith—bearing immediately 


mixed up at f'atlair: and I have read it 

in every lin*^* up^ of that kind you have 

with attenf^^n. keep ; and T itave every 

no right to havestigate them. Another 

right and reas^ pursue a furtive line of 

time, if you mak9 jt a more cautious 

action, you vn ’ )f was left acUially under 

one : the lettc ch put away among other 

my hand, notdt^ of Lady Midhurst’s 

papers. Upo*, ^t here remark ; but you 

address to yo^rihink, to hear that my 

» 

must expect, enough from being the 
view of such t,tbr wrongly, T r<insider 
same as hersvigie appears to contem- 
yie sort of TG, 
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' .■ ' ( criminal and con- 

plate in, that letter as a/ ^ ^ observe it 

temptiWe: and* I cann ' you seem to 

with indifference or ^ ■ childishly indeed, 
me to have written a* j ^ 

but not the less sinf: 0„g safeguard 

now about to preach « Ritidote to natural 
against natural evil encouraged to 

unwisdom you have lonf restrictions placed 
neglect and .overlook. ,!j,thers and of mys^ 
around you by the care ^ 

you have even thus earij^^t^ as far as I know, 
is poor comfort to refle(i„ the more open 
you have not as yet miserable young 

and gross vices which to indulge in. This 
fools think it almost lau^rking of a providential 
can but W. At best the y self-denial 

accident, not the outcor^ y„„^ p^^^t. Without 
or manly self-restraint ^ abstinence from sin 
this I count raU.ffJttuib^jg^j. ^y^ than man’s 
worth very little. In ^y be purer 

many a seemingly woise^^ I 

than yours. From chilf^ have thwarted my 
once for all remind 7 ouLt. Prayer, discipline, 
wishes and betrayed my Fjy ^iga^nce. untiring 
confidence. r«traint. b? 

attention, one after an^^ by nature, and witlj 
you. Affectfonate enoj ‘ 
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no visibly vicioils tendencies, but unstable, 

• * 

luxurious, passiond.te, and indoleilt,* you set at 
naught all ^idaifice, and never in 3rour life would 
let the simple noble sense of duty take hold of 
you. At school you were incessantly^ under 
punishment; at home you were constantly in 
disgrace. Pain and degradation could not keep 
you right; to disgrace the most frequent, tb pain 
the most severe, you opposed a deadly strength 
of sloth hnd tacit vigour of rebellion. So your 
boyhood passed; I have yet in my efxr the 
remark of one of your tutors—“ Severity can do 
little for the boy; indulgence, nothing.” What 
the upshot of your college career was you must 
remember only too well, and I still hope not 
. without some regret and shame. AbsSiute inert 
idleness and w’dful vanity, after a long course of 
violated discipline in small matters, brought you 
in time to the dishonourable Vailurt you had 
been at no pains to avoid. • 

And yet you know well enough whether or 
no I have done and purpose, even yet, to do all 
for you that I can ; whether P have not always 
been but too ready to palliate and indulge; 
whether, from the very first, the utmost, 
tenderest allowance has not been made for you, 
and ^he least possible slmre of your owm faults 

o 
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laid to your own charge. This, I say, you do, 
in your coxKdence and Heart, know, and must 

needs bear me witness to the truth of it. I 

« 

must confess 1 have not now much hope left. 
Little comfort and little pleasure have you ever 
given me, and I expect to get less and less from 
you as our lives go on. One thing, though, I 
can, at worst, be sure of: that my own duty 
shall be dopje. As long as I can hold them at all, 

I will not throw the reins upon your neck. Twill 
not, while I can help it, allow you to speak, t<^* 
act, if possible to tliink, in a way likely to injure^’ 
others. I desire you not to go to the house of 
a man whom I know you profess, out of your 
own inordinate impertinence and folly, to dislike 
and con'ieiiiu; I tnist you, at least, as a gentle¬ 
man, to respect my opinion and my confidence, 
if I cannot count on your obedience as my son; 
on these groun| 3 s I do believe and expect you will 
not visit Blocksham. Mr. Ernest Rad worth is 
a man infinitely your superior in every way. 
For many years he has led a most pure, laborious, 
and earnest life. The tauly great and genuine 
talents accorded to him at his birth he has 
submitted^to the mosb conscientious culture, 
and turned to the utmost possible advantage. 
To himself he has been consistently and*admir^bly 


t- i'av 
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true; to others I Ijeli^ve Jie has invariably been 
most helpM, beneficent, exemplary in all his 
dealings. By one siiiiple process of life he has 
kept himself ptir^ and made all near him happy. 
From first to last he was the stay and pride of 
his family; and since he has been left alone in 
his father’s place he has nobly kept up the 
distinction which, in earliest youth, and even 
boyhood, he very deservedly acqifired. A fit 
colleague and a fit successor, this one, (as you 
would acknowledge if you were capable of seeing) 
for tlie greatest labourers in the field of Englisli 
science. Excellent and admirable in all things, 
he is in none more worthy of respect than in his 
private and domestic relations. There is not a 
man living for whom I entertain a more heartfelt 
regard—I had well nigh said reverence—^than 
for Mr. Radworth. I verily bglievc he has not 
a thing, humanly speaking, to be* ashamed of in 
looking back upon his past life. Ever}^ liour, so 
to say, has had its share of noble toil—^and, 
therefore, also its share of immediate reward. 

For these men work for the world’s sake, not for 

■ 

their own : and from the world, not from thean- 
selves, they do in time receive their* full wages. 
There is no more unsullied and unselfish glory on 
easth than that of the* faitliful and reverent 
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scientific workman: and such one can always 
reasonably Rope that the one thing which may 
perhaps be wanting will in,due time be supplied. 
The contempt or disrelish of 9 j^bung, idle, far 
from noteworthy man for such a character as 
Uiat of Ernest Radworth is simply a ludicrous 
and deplorable phenomenon. You are incom¬ 
petent to appreciate for one moment even a 
tenth part (?f his excellence. But I am resolved 
you shall make no unworthy use of a friendship 
you are incapable of deserving. Of your cousin 
I will here say only that 1 trust she may in time 
learn fully to apprehend the value of such a 
heart and such a mind. By no other path than 
this of both re{>entant and retrospective humility 
can she ever hope to attain real happiness or 
honour. 1 should, for Ernest’s sake, truly regret 
being compelled to adopt Lady Midhurst’s 
sufficiently apparent opinion that she is not 
worthy to perceive and decide on such a path. 

You now know my desire; and I do not 
choose to add any further appeal. Expecting, 
for the sake at least oi your own immediate 
prospects, that you will follow it, 

1 remaui your anxious and affectionate father, 

• Philip Harewood. 
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FRANCIS CHEYNE TO MRS. RADWORTH 

Lidcotnbc, Nm*. 131^. 

I i^VE just read your letter, Come 4 )y all means 
next month, and stay as long as you can. Every 
day spent here by myself is a heavier and more 
subtle irritation to me than the one before. 
Reginald will come for a few days, at least; his 
foreign outlook seems to have fallen back into 
vapour and remote chance . The Cap tain was 
over here lately, looking pinclied and hard—a 
head to make children recoil and wince at the 
sight of it. He is still of grea^ help to me. As 
to Madame de |lochelaurier, to*be quite open, I 
had rather not meet her just now *, so* you will 
not look for me before tlie day they leave you. 
Afterwards I may coqie over to escort you and 
Ernest, if it turns ouf worth while. Anything 
' to get about a little, without going oilt of reach. 
News, I suppose, must come from Ashton Hildred 
before very long. At such a time J have no 
heart to spare for thinking over plans or people. 
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4 r 

Your praise of Mademoiselle de Rochelaurier is, 
of course, all* right an<f just. , S^e is 4 very jolly 
sort of girl, and suificientty handsome; and if 
Redgic docs marry her I shall just stop short of 
envying him. Docs Madame really want me to 
take such a gift at her hand ? Well and good; 
it is incomparably obliging ; but then, when I am 
looking at Mademoiselle Philomcne, and letting 
myself go to the sound of her voice like a song 
to the tunc, unhappily there gets up between us 
such an invincible exquisite memory of a face 
ten times more beautiful and loveable to have in 


sight of one ; pale when 1 saw it last, as if drawn 
down by its hair, heavily weighted about the 
eyes w'ith a presage of tears, sealed with sorrow, 
and pit(^ons 'with an infinite unaccomplished 
desire. The old deep-gold hair and luminous 
grey-green eyes Shot through with colours of sea¬ 
water in sunlight, and threaded with faint keen 
lines of fire and light about the pupil, beat for 
me the blue-black of Mademoiselle de Roche- 


laurier’s. Then that mouth of hers and the 
shadow made almost on the chin by the underlip 
—such sad perfect lips, full of tender power 
and faith, and her wonderful way of lifting and 
dropping her face imperceptibly, flower-fashion, 
when she begins or leaves off speaking; I shall 
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never hear such voice m the world, either. 

1 caSinot, and necd^not now, pretend to dissemble 
or soften <fown what J feel about her. I do love 
her with all my heart and might. And now that, 
after happy years, she is fallen miserable and ill, 
dangerously ill, for aught I know, and incurably 
miserable—who can say ?—it is not possible fbr 
me, sitting here in her house that I have* had to 
drive her out of, to think very mu<4i of anything 
eke, or to think at all of any other woman in tlie 
way of liking. This is mere bare truth, not 
sentiment or excited fancy by any means, and 
you will not take it for such a sort of thing. If 
I can never marry the one woman perfectly 
pleasant to me and faultlessly fit for me in the 
whole beautiful nature of her,HPnvm'*never insult 
her and my own heart by marrying at aU. Aunt 
Midhui*st’s view of the Rochelaurier fajnily has 
no great weight with *1110; I •fiavo. a little 
hope now, aftfcr reading what slie says to you, 
that, as she is clearly set against the chance of 
any other marriage for me, she may, perhaps, be 
some day brought fo think "of the one desire of 
my whole life as a possible thing to.fullil? JLven 
to you I dare not Veil hint at such a hope as 
that; but you must now understand for good 
bow things are with me; if not that,Then nothing. 
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You tsdce her reference to Redgie Harewood to be 
a feint, and meant spitefu&y./I think not ;'^she 
has the passion of intrigue and man^ement 
still strong; likes nothing so evidently, as 
the sens^ of power to make and break matches, 
build schemes and overset them. I should like 
to sec Harewood married, and peace again at 
Plessey; he is not a bad fellow: and she was 
always fond pf him. 1 will say he earned that 
at Portsmouth, but I hate to hear of his being 
able to write to her now, and then see and think 
how much there is between us to get over. If I 
could get at her by any way possible, I could 
keep her up still—but I can hardly see how he is 
to help her much. Then, again, if he were to 
marry, the^ see each other; and in no 

end of ways it would be a good thing for him. 
His idolatry is becoming a bore, if not worse; 
you should hud Ipm an ideal to draw his worship 
off you a little. I know so well now' how miserable 
it is to feel on a sudden the thing turn serious, 
and have to fight it before one has time to see 
how. If it were fair to teU you all 1 have had to 
remember and regret only since this year began, 
and only because I knew iiow, after Cheyne’s 
death, her gentle goodness would make her 
wretched at Ihe thought of past discontent with 
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him—and Heaven know$ she could not Imt have 

fell him t{> be l^,than she was; and perfect she 

was to him always.»I wish people would blame 

her to me, ahd Jet me fight them. I can’t fight 

her for blaming herself. I write the«awfullest 

stuff, because I am really past writing at all. 

If I could fall to work and forget, leave off 

thinking for good, turn brute, it would be only 

rational for me. I, who have helped to hurt 

her, and would have set myself against the 

world to spare her, what do you conceive she 

thinks of me ? This air that has nothing of 

her left it chafes me to breathe. I know how 

sometimes somewhere she remembers and misses 

things that she had got used to—^little chance 

things that were about hei^Th Tier husband’s 

time. A book or two of hers were left; you 

will see them when you come; 1 cannot write, 

and cannot send them witliout^a word. I 

am more thoroughly afraid of heftring from 

Lady M. again than I ever was of anything on 

earth—^no child could dread any torture as I do 

that. It is quite clear, you know, that they 

expect a confinement—^in some months time, 

perhaps. God knows 1 wish therp had been a 

son I Only they will not say it; so I must stay 

here anfti take my trodble. It does not startle 
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me; nofhing can well worse for me or better 

♦ * • • ft 

than it is nowc There i& no suph^ pleasure to be 
had out of my name or house that 1 need want 
to hght for it or hold to it. I dp hope they will 
make things good to her. You need hardly 
express anger about the poor aunt. Those two 
are her children, and she always rather hated us 
for their sakes. Indeed, as about Reginald, I 
am not sure she is so far out of the way. You 
must see that Ernest flinches now and then 
when he is talked of ; and, without any fear of 
scandal, one may want to avoid the look of it. 
He is not the sort of fellow to be sure of; not 
that he is a bad sort- Enfin (as she says), you 
know what it means—Ernest is not great in the 
way of company^■and Redgie and you are just 
good friends ; the woman is not really fool enough 
to think evil, though she is rather of the vulturine 
order as to b^ak and diet.' For the rest, I know 
how wise hnd kind you are—it is a shame to 
lean on you as I do, but you are safe to come to. 
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LADY CHEYNE TO MRS. RADWORTH 

Ashton llildrcd, Nov. 32iul. 

My Dear Clara : . 

I HAVE got leave to write and thank you. Nothing 
has made me so happy for a long time as to know 
how kind you have been, and tliat you are still 
such good friends with me. It was no want of 
thankfulness to you that made me leave Ports¬ 
mouth in that horrid to gel home here. 1 
knew how good you had beeiffilnd" you are not to 
make me oat too bad. To hear from you, even 
such a little word, was nicer than to get the 
tilings you sent. Buf I was. as gfad as I could 
be to have s 3 me of them back. 1 Would never 
have let any one send for them to Lidcombe, so 
it was all the kinder of you to do it this way. I 
hope you will all be* well tllcrc, and quite happy 
while you stay. It i& nice to thihk oTf people 
about the poor house. They arc all bent on 
making me out ill. I am not ill in the least; 
tonly faint now and tlfen, and always very tired. 
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I am t*ernbly tired now jaE my life thron|h, 
awake and asleep. I fe^l as if th^e noth^ 
nice to think of in the world, and as if it were 
easier to begin crying than thinking- It is only 
because I am foolish naturally and afraid to 
face things. If people were less good to me I 
should be just as afraid to feel at all, or at least 
to say I did. But good as they are now, my 
own nearest fdends here could not have beep 
better to me than I know you were then —writing 
letters and nursing and saving me all sorts of 
wretched things. You were as good as Reginald, 
and I had only you two to help me through, but 
you did all that could be done, both of you, and 
I knew you did. When I am most tired and 
would like tolet Jo'oi ever3rthing else, I try to 
hold on to my remembrance of that. If I had 
not been a little worthy to be pitied, I hope now 
and then you wouldmot have been quite so good. 

I am sorrier than I can say to hear how 
foolish you think him. Ever since that I have 
thought of you two together. You say it so 
kindly, too, that it is wretched to hear said. I 
do hope it is only his silly candid habit of showing 
things he feel$ and thinks—^he alwa3rs thought 
about you so much and in such an excited way. 
You are so much beyond me, and except us«^ 
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two he never hati any dose ally among his own 
rdhtions; ther^ arf h^dly an^^other women, 
3mu know. l! I had been like you it would 
have been different; but so few people will take 
him at his best, poor boy, and I am so little use, 
though he is fond of me. 

I had got a sort of hint from my grjftid- 
mother which broke the surprise of fhe news 
you send me. I hope, as you se^^m .to wish for 
it, thal Mademoiselle de Rochelaurier and your 
brother may have all things turn out as they 
would like; and I shall be as happy as possible 
to know they do. It is not the least a painful 
hearing to me that there will be a wedding at 
the right time. I am onlv too glad there should 
be some one there, and I a«L»-arc, if you both 
are so fond of her, she must be perfectly nice. 
Tell me when to congratulate. I wish I had 
ever seen her: nobody hereJinowB at all what 
die is like. But I seem to have fu^ard people 
say her mother is not pretty.'^ 

They will not let me write any more—my pen 
is to be dragged ofl**if I tfy. i^iid really there 
is this much reason in it, that I am most-stupidly 
tired, and see m375elf opposite too hideous to 
speak of. I feel as if I were running down ; but 
^ don’t mean to run out for some time yet. So 
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don’t let there be any one pu<. out on such a 
foolish accoun| "ss that.. I*nope Mr. Radwortb’s 
head and eyes keep better; they are of rather 
more value than mine, and I am ahva}^ sorry to 
hear of his going back in health. My love to 
Redgie, and try to make him good. 
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XXV 

REGINALD HAREWOOD TO EDWARD ADDLED 

Lidcombc, rtec. 

I AM not coming out at all. I (jp,n’t now; tht» 
whole ^concern is blown up. I have had a most 
awful row with my father ; you know the sort of 
way he always does wnl(‘ and talk; and two 
months ago he gave me the most incredible 
blowing up—I suppose no fellow (»ver got such a 
letter. So I just dropped mto him by letiiin of 
post, and let the whole tlnni^ho over. He chose 
to pitch in+ » her too, in the most offensive wav. 
Now I’m not going to Ix'have like a sneak to 
her because she is ifoo good^ fo^ them. She 
trusts me in «the most beautilul ^vay. I would 
give up the whole earth fof^her. Frank would 
have made an end of th.it fellow long ago if lie 
had the right sort pluck.* Anc^ou sec a man 
can^t let himself be b^'llied into sklilkiftg. It’s 
Jill fair chaffing ab 5 ut it if you please, but you 
don’t in the least know what the real thing is 
Jike. Here she is tied down and obliged to let 



208 LOVE’S CROSS-CURRENTS 

f 

that sort of animal talk to her, and go about 
with her, and take her^b}^ the* hand or arm*^! 
tell you I have seen it. It was like seeing a 
stone thrown at her. And she speaks to him 
without wincing. I do think the courage of 
women is something unknown. I should run 
twenty times a day if I couldn’t fight. He 
brings her specimens of things. You can’t con¬ 
ceive what voice and face and manner the 
fellow has. She lets him talk about his s5miptoni5. 
He tells me he wishes he could eat what I can. 
It would be all very well if he had an5rthing great 
about him. I suppose women can put up with 
men that have; but a mere ingenious laborious 
pedant and prig, and a fellow that has hardly' 
human ways, imagine worshipping that! I 
believe he is a clever sort of half-breed between 
ape and beaver. But the sort of thing cannot 
go on. I found hfer yesterday by herself in the 
library here, looking out referer.ces for him. 
The man was by Wi.y of being ill upstairs. She 
spoke to me with a sort of sad laugh in her eyes, 
not smiling; and her bro^s winced, as they 
never do for him, wliatever he says. She is so 
gentle and perfect when he is there; and I feel 
like getting niad. Well, somehow I let her see 
1 knew what an infernal cshame it was, and sh^ 
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said wives were pieant foi* the work. Then I** 
beg^ and told her she Had no sort of right to 
take it in that wa3^, and she couldn^ expect any 
fdlow to stai^ and*look on while such things 
were—and 1 woftld as soon have looked on at 
Ha3niau any day. I dare say I talked nt> end of 
folly, but I was regularly off my head. Unloss 
she throws me over I will never give her up. She 
never will let her brotlier know how things are 
with her. But to see him sit bylier ought to 
be enough for a man with eyes and a heart. 1 
know you were a good deal in love last year, 
but Miss Chamworth couldn’t have put anybody 
into such a tender fever of pity as this one puts 
me ; you can’t be sorry for her ; and I don’t think 
you can absolutely worship anything you arc 
not a little sorry for. To have to pity is 
such a way above you, no one could stand that. 
It gives one the wish tojjc liur?for Ijer. I think 
1 should let hiip insult me and strike ^mc if she 
wanted it. Nothing hurts mt^ow but the look 
of her. She has sweet heavy eyes, like an 
angel’s in some great*slVange«pain ^yes without 
fear of fault in them, which look out over aoming 
tears that never con^e. There is a sort of look 
about her lips and under the eyelids as if some 
sorrow hjid pressed tlierp with his finger, out of 

p 
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love for her beauty, And left tl^ mark. I believe 
she knew I wanted her te come away. If there 
were only somewhere to take ner tu and hide 
her, and let her live in her own way, out of all 
thc'ir sight and reach, that wotdd do for me. 1 
tell you, she took my hands sadly into hers and 
never said a word, but looked sideways at the 
floor, And gave a little beginning kind of sigh 
twice ; and 1 ^ot m.ad. I don’t know how I 
prayed to her to come then. Hut she turned on 
me with her face trembling and shining, and eyes 
that looked wet without crying, and made me 
• stop. Then she took the books and went out, 
and up to him. Do you imagine I can be off and 
on, or play tucks witli my love, for such a woman 
as that ? Heraiu^f* of my iiither, perhaps, or 
Eme.st Radwoith ? She has a lhic»at like pearl- 
colour, with flowcr-coloui over that; and a smell 
of blossom *ind honey m her hair. No one on 
earth is so mhiiitely good as Sheris. Ilei fingers 
Kmvc a taste of v^^?cls on the lips. She is greater 
in her mind and spirit than men with great 
names. Only she* never «lets her greatness of 
heart • out in words. I don’t think now that 
her eyes arc hazel. She ^las in her the royal 
scornful secret of a great silence. Her hair and 
eyclaslics change colour on the sun. I shall never 
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come to know all thinks of. I believe she is 
doin^ good somevi^ere*^wath her tkeughts. She 
is a great angel, and^has charge of souls. She 
has clear thick eyebrows that grow well down, 
coming full upon the upper lid, with no ^p such 
as there is above some women’s eyes before you 
come to the brow. They have an inexplicable 
beauty of meaning in them, and the shape of tlie 
arch of them looks tender. She has charge of 
me for one. I must have been a beast or a fool 
if there had not been such a face as that in the 
world. She has the texture and colour of rose- 
leaves crushed deep into the palms of her hands. 
She can forgive and understand and be angry at 
the right time : things tliat ^vomen never can do. 
You know Lady Midhurst is sci? dead against her, 
and full of ;.lie most infernal prejudice. The 
best of them are cruel and dull about each other. 
I let out at her (Lady M* that is), oife day when 
we spoke of it,*iind she stopped rffe.• “She is 
always very good to you,” said; which is 
true enough. “ You J\pd your sister are her 
children, and she always rather hated Frank and 
me for your sakes. I like her none the worse, 
for my part. I don’ 1 : know that she is so far 
wrong about you. Once I could have wanted 
her to like me, but we mhst put up with people’s 


t* 2 
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deficiencicb. It is vecy imre&onablc, of course, 
but she does not like< me in' least, I ^uite 
know ” : and the way she smiled over this no 
one could understand without knoiving her. 
“ Only there is one tiling to be sorry about: that 
hard pointed way of handling things leaves her 
with the habit of laughter that shrinks up the 
heart she has by inches.” Those words stuck to 
me. “ If she believed or felt more than she 

t * 

does, luT cleverness and kindness would work 
so much better. As it is, one can never go to 
her for warmth or rest; and one cannot live on 
the sharp points of phrases. She has edges in 
her eyes, and thorns in her words. That per¬ 
petual sardonic patience which sits remarking on 
right and wrotifl with cold folded hands and 
equable observant eyes, half contemptuous in an 
artistic way of those who choose either—^that 
cruel tolerance and unmerciful compassion for 
good anil Bad—that long tacit'‘inspection, as of 
a dilettante cynic bidden report critically on the 
creatures m the world, that custom of choosing 
her point of view where she can see the hard side 
of things glitter and the hard side of characters 
refract ligl\t in her eyes, till she comes (if one 
durst say ^o) to patronize God by dint of despising 
men—oh, it gets horrid after a time f It takes 
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the heart out of*all j^eat work. Her world 
would stifle^ the pKribaldis. It is* dXl dust and 
sand, jewels and iron, .dead metal and stone, and 
diy sunshine some fearful rich no-man’s 

land. I could as soon read the 'Chartr^nisc de 
Panne * as listen to her talk long ; it is Stendhal 
diluted and transmuted ; and I never could rt\id 
cynicism.” You see how her thoughts get liold 
of one; I was reminded of her firsi: words, and 

• a 

the whole thing came back on me. She said just 
that; I know the turn of her eyes and head as 
she spoke, and how her cheeks and neck (luivcTcd 
here and there. Then she made all excuses, the 
gentlest wise aUowances; \ ou see wlut a mind 
and spirit she has. She K* ‘^ps always sphmdid 
and right. She can undt.sttfhd inikmdne«s to 
herself, you see; never dreaming that nothing 
can be so unnatural as that ^ but not a dry 
ignoble tone of heart find ue/rpw ^Inirdncss of 
eye. Not to loVe greatness and alJtto^ baseness, 
each for its own sake—that 15 the sort of thing 
she finds unforgivably and incompreliensibk'. 
She w^uld make all things tiiat aregnot evil and 
have not to be gone right at and fought with till 
they give in brave and just, full <A the beauty of 
goodness and a noble liberty: all men fit nijen to 
honour, and all women fit women to adoie. 
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That is what she is. Onl]^ if I were to write 
for ever, aad find you in, hfiavy reading for 
centuries, I should never get to express a thing 
about her. Fancy any one t;vlklng about that 
little Rpchelaurier girl. She does, and to me, or 
did till I made her see it was no use, and I didn’t 
like it^ as chafi. Philomene is a good pretty 
child, and as to heart and mind believes in Pius 
Iscariot and*the vermin run to earth this year 
at Gaeta. They think my father might put up 
with that. He used io admire the men of 
December till they did something to frighten the 
ruminant liSritish bull at his fodder, ai.a set that 
sweet animal lowing and thnisting out volunteer 
bayonets, by way of horns, in brute self-defence. 
I remember well Ifu'w he spoke once of the Beau- 
harnais to me, <1 propos of my reading the ChMi- 
ments one vacation. It was before you went 
down, I lhiriK,thiiit we had a motion up about that 
pickpock(!?i. ^ My father believes ift the society that 
was saved; he holds tight to the salvation-by¬ 
damnation theory. ** A.^ strong man and bom 
master”—alDthat style of thing, you know. 
Liberty means cheese to one’s bread, then 
honey, then turtle-fat. Libre 4 vous, MM. les 
doctrinaires! What infinite idiocy and supreme 
imbecility to get hangdd, burnt, crucified, iw 
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one^s cause I You want 4 )roof you are a fool ?— 
you are beaten^; VU'^ said. The smoke of the 
martyr’s pile is the salutation of the martyr—in 
nostrils df ^ pig. And when people have 
ideas like that, and act on them, liow^can one 
expect them to see the simplest things rightly ? 
How sliould they know a great spirit or noT)le 
intellect from a base little one ? Souls don’t 
ciyry badges for such people to kaow" them by ; 
and whatever does not walk in uniform or livery 
tliey cann:>i take into acctnint. As to me, and I 
suppo;.{^ all men wlio arii not spoilt or fallen 
stolid ail. iimelj tlu^ same, when 1 see a great 
go ’dness J know it—when 1 meet my belters I 
want to worship Ihem at once, and 1 can always 
tell when :m*v one is born tfiy better. When f 
fall in with a nature and powers above me?, I 
cannot help going down beefin’*, it. I do like 
admiring; service of* one's •naasfhrs must be 
good for one, It is so perfectly pfcrasflnt. Then, 
too, one can never go wron^on tliis tack. I feel 
my betters in my blopd ; they send a heat and 
sting; all through one fir.st aiglit*. And the 
delight of feeling small and giving in ^len one 
does get sight of them is beyond words—it seems 
to me all the same whether they beat pne in 
^eisdom* and great giftS and power, or in havmg 
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been splendid soldiers or ^eat exUes, or jtis^ in 
being beautiful. It is* just «as reasonable to 
worship one sort as the other; they are all one^s 
betters, and were made for one to Gome down on 
one’s kn^cs to, clearly enough. Victor Hugo or 


Miss Cherbury the actress, Tennyson or a fellow 
wlio ro(^e in the Balaklava charge when you and 
I were in the fifth form, wc must knock under 


and be tlidnk^ul for having them over our heads 


somewhere in the world; and small thanks to 


us. But when men who are by no means our 
betters won’t do so much as this, and want to 
walk into us for doing it, I don’t see at all that 
one is bound to stand that. So that if I am ever 


to be turned out of iny way, it won’t be by any¬ 
thing my father maV sav or do. 

I suspect you repent of writing and reading 
by this time; but,please remember how you did 
go into me last* ykiai about Eleanor; and you 
know by tliis lime there was not* so much even 
for a fellow in love to say about her. 


Xoiirs dyvays, 

R. E. Harewood. 
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LADY CHEYNE TO REGINALD HAREV^OOD 

Ashton llildred, Jai;. 14th, 1S62. 

• • • 

My Dearest Reginald : 

I AM writing to-day instead of oiir gnindmuther. 
She is very unwell, and wants you to hear from 
us. They will not let her trouble or exert herself 
in any way, but she is bent on your getting a 
word; so, as I am well enough to write, I must 
take her pbce. I am afraiff she is upset on your 
account. I think she has even exchanged letters 
with your father about it. JThey seem to fear 
something very bad for you.* 3fofl know by this 
time how much we both love you * ought to 
care a little for us. I kno^ I must not talk now 

as if I could fall back on self-esteem or self- 

•• • 

reli^vnce. I don’t the le'*st wanttoappeal in that 
style, but just to^plead with you as Veil as I 
may. I am stupid enough, too,^ and can’t put 
things well; only, except the people jiere at 
* home,* you are the one person left me that I 
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may le£ myself love. I am verf grateful to 3 mu« 
and I beg you to let me co^e hi (his way to you. 
You must see that there is ^nobody now that I 
love as well. I want you to r^einber as I do 
how goocl you were once. If I am ill it comes of 
miserable thought. You talk of her compassionate 
noble nature. Dearest, if she lias any mercy, let 
her show it and save you. It is cruel to make 
people play with poison in this way. I would 
not blame her for worlds. I want to thank her 
and ke«*p good friends, but she must not let you 
run to ruin. Think what imaginable good end 
can there be to this ? I suppose she is infinitely 
clever and brave, as you say, but how can she 
face things for you ? Every one would say the 
horridest things. Db you want shame for her ? 
It would break your life up at the beginning. I 
have no right to accuse—^sliould have none any¬ 
how—but one* has always a right to be sorry, I 
see you couMlnot be happy even if'all were given 
up on both sides. Don’t let her give all up. I 
dare say she might; and tfeat of course is braver 
than any treason. If you knew my own great 
misery! 'Sometimes I feel the whole air hot 
about me; I should like to cry and moan out 
loud, or beat myself. I am not old, and if I 
live all my time out I sh^ never feel if my® 
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face had a natural Iqpk. I wish I Were very 
dTd, and gone was fafsQ in every word 

and thought I ha(]. I cannot kill m3rsolf, you 
see, even by writing it down. Thinking of it 
only hurts, without doing hann; I \jant to be 
done harm to. I never spoke to you at Ports¬ 
mouth. If you never did know, you see how. 
I thought you all knew. I seemed to myself to 

have the eyes of a woman who has Ix'en cheating 

• • 

and lying to some one just dead. I was penitent 
enough to have had the mark on me. It would 
be better than playing false, to leave her husband. 
But then she takes you—^your life and all. I do 
think she must not. be let. I hate repeating what 
was said viciously; and (jod knows I must not 
talk or think scandal: btR. Madame de Ktxdie- 
laurier, her own friend and yours, says things 
about her and M. de Savemy^; it is no unkiiidncss 
of my grandmotherV. She.dpes^not like Clara 
now, but shft is clear of all llfat,* quite. And 
there were letters, certainly. Madame dcRoche- 
laurier said so; they^were the cleverest she ever 
saw, but not good fo write. It<w.^s 4 wo or three 
years ago ; M. de Saverny let lier see*tiiem. .It 
was base and wretched, and he keeps them. He 
is a detestable man ; but you cannot get oyer that. 
• 1 belidve no harm of*her; only you will not let 
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her take*3^u from ns. S[ou mt^st see it would 
be the end of elf our pleasuib ai^d^iope.^ People 
would laugh too. If you waivt to stand by C., as 
you say, how can you begin by h^pisg people to 
scandal ? am so sorry for you, I know you are 
too fond of her and good to her, and would never 
give’ her up; and I am not fit to help. Still, 
whatever I am, 1 do know there must be right and 
wrong somdiom in the world. You should not 
make so much misery. I don’t mean as to the 
people nearest you both. On your side of course 
I cannot tell you how to look at things ; and as to 
hers I can only be sorry, and am very. But you 
know, after all, my mother is something to you 
while she lives ; you are my very own brother and 
dearest one friend, I Wish you might see her. She 
is so full of the tenderest beautiful ways. I know 
what she hears hurts her. She** shows little, but 

she cried when 6ur,gBandmolher gave her letters to 

« 

read. You nfi^l'be so good to us, fot we can never 
do an3rthing or^be mudii to you. If evil comes of 
this I shall think we were all bom to it. There 
will be no one left to think of‘or speak to without 
some aftehhought or aftertaste of memory and ’ 
shame. The names nearest ours will have stings 
in them to make us wince. It is not good for us 
to try and face the world. *It hsis beaten £dl that 
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ever took heari to standi up against ife Surdy 
tBere is something jAst and go^^in it, whatever 
we thinll or say, let it look ever so unfair and 
press ever sp hard. I write this as well as I can, 
but it is very hard to write. I cannot make way 
any further : my head and hand and*eyes ache, 
and the sight of the words written down makes 
me feel sick; the letters seem to gef in at my 
eyes and burn behind them. You ipust be good 
and bear with ray letter. 

With all our loves, I remain 

Your affectionate sister, 

A. C 
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REGINALD IIAREWOOD TO MRS. RADWORTII 

London, Jan. f9th. 

I 

1 WILL wait for yon till your own time ; only, my 
dearest, I will not have you wait out of pity or 
fear. All that is done with: mv time is here, 
with me; I have the day by the hand, and hold 
it by the hair. We have counted all and found 
nothing better than love. 1 do just hope there 
may be something foi;,nie to give up or go with¬ 
out : I sec nothing yet. You arc so far much 
better to me than all I ever knew of. I sit and 
make your face, out Dctween the words, and stop 
writing to looii.n You ought to have given me 
that broken li^^lc turquoise thing you used to 
have hung to your watch. I wonder all men who 
ever saw you do not come toiget you away from 
me—^fight^ie for you at least; for I shall never 
let you out of my hands when ‘I have you well in 
them. If one had seen you and let you slip! 

I knew I should get you some day or die. ^ 
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Because I was n^ver the least worth it. B^ui^ 
you need not haye b^n*so good^^whcn you were 
so'beautikil thSt nothing you did could sot you 
off. But you know 1 loved you ages first. Wlicn 
I was a boy, and^ot sight of you, I knew stupidly 
somehow you were the best tiling there \;^as. You 
were very perfect as a cliild ; I know tlio dear 
look of your temples under the hair;‘and the 
fresh delicious tender girl’s hair drawn off and 
made a crown with. I want to icnow what one 
was to have done without that ? 1 don’t think 

you cared about me a year ago—not tlje least, 
my love that is now. I had to play Palomydes 
to your Iseult a good bit; but an^ you i‘ver going 
to be afraid of the old king in Cornwall after this ? 
as if we were not any one‘^niatch, and an> thing 
we please. 


Je senii grand, et toi riche, 

Puisque nous nous a^merons. 

You shall scent me out {\\g y^usic to that 
some day; the song made ^>f^he sound of 
flowers and colour of music: you ought to 
know the notes thajt go to the other version of 
it. We shall have such a love in* ou^, life that 
all the ends of it .will be sweet. You will not 
care too much about the people that could be of 
no use^to you. CoulcJ a brother save yoft when 
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you wanted saving ?«- Besides,^ I have hold of 
you. The whole world no daim or right in 
it any longer to set a^nst mine, ^et th^ 
come that want you, and see if 1 let go of you for 
any man. There will not be an inch of time, not 
a comer of our life, without some delicious thing 
in *t. Let them tell us what we are to have 
instead if we give each other up. I shall get to 
be worth something to you in time. You say 
now you never found anything yet that had the 
likeness of your mate. I have much more of you 
than all the earth could deserve ; I should like 
to see myself jealous of old fancies in a dead 
dream. That poor child at A. H. writes me 
piteous little letters, in the silliest helpless way, 
about the wrong of tl^s and the right of that; she 
has been set upon and stung by some poisonous 
tale-bearing or other; she wants one to forbear 
loving for others’ sake, ard absolutely cites her 
own poor ipri-hed little rcpent^ce after her 
husband’s de^th, on ^(Remembering some unborn- 
baby-ghost of a flirtation which she never told — 
some innocuous, preference «vhich sticks to the 
childish little recollection like a sort of remorse. 
It is pitiable enough, but too laughable as well; 
for on the strength of it she falls at once to quoting 
vicious phrases and transcribing mere jb^t-like 
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mlamies and stupidities of the owl-eyed prurient^' 
sortf the base bitter ta^ of womc^ without even 
sucfi a soul as &rves fof salt to tfie carrion of 
their mind. We know where such promptings 
start from. What is it to me, if 1 am to be the 
man fit to match with you by the riglfl of my 
llelight in you, that you have tried to find hejp 
or love before we came together, and failed of it ? 
Let them show me letters to disprove lliat I love 
yofl, and I will read them. Till tfiey do that I 
mean to hold to you, and make you hold to me. 

I thought there had been more in her than one 
si'.es; but she has a pliable, soft sort of mind, not 
unlike her over-tender, cased-up, exotic sort of 
beauty. I don’t want women to caiTy the sign- 
mark of them all over, even to the hair, llcrs 
always looks beiisitive hair, and has changes of 
colour in it. A woman should keep to ih(? deep 
sweet dark, with such a nobk* silence of colour 
in the depth of it—rich reserveVi hj^ir, with a 
shadow and a sense of itsj>wn, th;jit wants no 
gilt setting of sunbeams to throw out the secret 
beauty in it. I should (ike to see ^^ourj^ painted ; 
that would beat the best of them.* Promiwi I 
shall have sight of it again soon. I want you as 
a beggar wants bread to eat; I hare the sc^rt of 
(^ire atter your face }hat wounded men'must 



226 LOVE’S CROSS-CURAENTS 

• c f. 

i 

have acfter water. T wjsh there were some mark 
of you carved on me that*I nught look at. 
this is come to me, I wonder all day*long at all 
the world. Nobody ebe has this ; but they live in 
a sort of way. I do think, at times, that last year 
my poor little pla 3 rthing of a sbter and your 
brother were almost ready to believe they knew 
what it' was—as you hear children say. They 
had the look and behaviour of a girl and boy 
playing themselves into belief in their play. And 
all the while wc have drawn the lot and can turn 
the prize over, toss and catch it in our hands. 
All little loves are such poor food to keep alive 
on; our great desire and delight—infinite faith 
and truth and pleasure—will last our lives out 
without running sb'^rt. You know who says 
there are only tliree things any lover has to say : 
Je t’aime ; aime-moi; merci. I say the last over 
for ever when I "fall to '•writing. I thank you 
always with* of my heart and might, my darling, 
for being so perfect tc me. We will go to France. 
There will be money. Write me word when you 
will. And 1 lo'^’^e yoif. We’lvill have a good fight 
with the world if it comes in our way. jLet us 
have the courage of our lovd, knowing it for the 
best thing there is. There is so little, after all 
has been thought of, either to brave or to resigi).^ 
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I shall make you wear ^our hair irhe way we like. 

YolHr sort of walk hncf motion and way of sitting 
has just made me think of the doves at Venice 
settling in the^qiuire, as we shall see them before 
sununer. There is a head like you in San Zani- 
polo ; a portrait head in the right comer of a 
picture of the Virgin crowned : we shall s^e that. 
Only it has thick curled gold hair, like my sister’s. 
You had that hair when you sat Carpaccio ; 
you have had time to grow perfecter in since. I 
can smell the sweetness of the sea when I think 
of our journey. I like signing my name, now it 
has to do with you. My name is a chattel of 
yours, and yours a treasure of mine. Let it be 
before spring ; and love me as well as you can. 

Reginald Edw. Harevvood. 
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XXVIII 

LADY MIDHURST TO MRS. RADWORTH 

f 

Ashton Hildred, Jan. 30th. 

My D^ar, Clara : 

« • 

I HAVE not yet made up my mind whether or no 
you will be taken at unawares by the news I have 
to send you. You must make up yours to accept 
it with fortitude. Amy has just enriched the 
nation, and impoverished your brother, by the 
production of a child—^male. In spite of her 
long depression ancf illness, i^ is a very sufficient 
infant, admirable in all their eyes here. Frank, 
1 am sure, expected to hear of this in time. While 
there was aiA^V'doubt as to the child’s (I mean 
Amy’s, ami should say the mbther’s) state of 
health, we*could riot resolve on publishing the 
prospect of her confinement. I may all but say 
it was a game of coun.ter%:hances. That it has 
come to no bad end you will, I am sure, be as glad 
as we are.^ Eight months of mourning were 
enough to make one thoroughly anxious. The 
boy does us as much Credit as anything so Jfat 
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and foolish, so red and ridiculous as a n#w baby 
inijpod health •cam do.^ I suppbSQ we shall be 
inundated with troubles because of this totally 
idiotic fragment ^ of flesh and fluff, which my 
daughter has the front and face ^o assert 
resembles its father’s family—such is the instant 
fruit of sudden promotion to grandmotherhdbd. 
And I am a great-grandmotlier; and not sixty- 
two till the month after next. •Armande will 
never allow me my rank as junior again; yet I 
recollect her grown-up patronage of your father 
and me when we were barely past school age, and 
she barely out—la dame aux belles cousines I 
called her,and him lepetit Jean de—what is it?— 
Saintr6 ? I suppose my son-in-law will be 
guardian. I do lype nobt^dy will feel upset at 
this—our dear Frank is too good a knight to 
grudge the baby its birth.^ Poor little soft 
animal, one could wish* for alk onr^akes some of 
its belongings ( 9 ff the small shoulcfer T)f it; but as 
it has chosen to come, they must stkK to it. Amy 
is in a noticeable flutter of impatience to get the 
christening of it well'over ;*she has hig^ views of 
the-nJatter, picked up of latejn ^om^ religious 
quarter. Edmund keginald we mean to have it 
made into, and I must have Redgie Harewpod to 
(Some and vow things'for it—^he will make an 
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admirable surety for another lK>y*s behaviour; 
and the name twill do ydiry we^ to be wa^lfd 
under—^unless, indeed, Frank would be chivalrous 
enough to halve the charge; th^n we might 
bracket his name with the poor father’s. Don’t 
ask him if you think he would rather keep of!; 
we don’t want felicitation, only forgiveness ; that 
we must have. If 1 had not been tricked and 
caught in the springe of a sudden promise to tal^ 
the weighty spiritual office on myself, 1 should 
implore you to be godmother. As it is, I suppose 
the sins and the sermons must all come under 
my care. Break the news as softly as you can ; 
there must always be something abrupt, question¬ 
able, vexatious, in a business of the sort. It is 
hard to have to oust one’s friends and shift one’s 
point of view at a week’s notice. However, here 
the child is, and we must set about the manage- 
ment of it. J sh^l make Frederick undertake 
the main w^rlc at once as guardian and grand¬ 
father, He "warites to Lidcombe by this post. 
Amy is already better tjian she has been for 
months, ancj very little pufifed down, in spite of 
a complete surgpse. She makes a delicious 
double to her baby, lying ih a tumbled tortuous 
nest or net of'hair with golden linings, with tired 
relieved eyes and a face that dashes and«sub 5 idq^ 
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every five minutes with ^ Vrcary pleasure—she 
gli^rs and unddates ft every siglit of the child 
as if it werfi the sun and W' water in the light of 
You see Ijpw lyrical one^may become at an 
age when one’s grandchildren have babies 1 
should have thought her the kind of woman to 
cry a fair amount of tears at such a time, but 
j^ppily she refrains from that ceremonial diver- 
Bbn. She is the image of that ^ui^enng rest 
wh*icli follows on long impassive trouble, and the 
labour of days without deeds—quiet, full of life, 
eager and at ease. I imagine she has no memory 
or feeling left her from the days that were before 
yesterday. She and the baby weie bom at A'»ne 
birth, and know each as much as the other ol 
the people and thinj^s that w^nt on before that 
Get your husband to take a human view of 
the matter—I suppose his ideas of a baby which 
is neither zoophyte nor fossilgather of the 
vaporous and •twilight order off tliought—and 
bring him down for the chsistianiziiig part of the 
show, if he will condescend so far. lie could 


take a note or twd*on tht process of animal 
develfipmcnt by stages, and the decidedly misty 
origin of that comic species to which our fat 
present sample of fleslily goods maf belong. 

About Reginald : I may as well now say, once 
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for all,*that I ^ink 1 oon promise to relieve you 
for good of gny annoyance in'-tljat quarter. 
must both of us by this timf be really glad of any 
excuse to knock his folly about yo»« on. the head. 
Here is .my plan of action, to be played out if 
necessary; if you have a better, please let me 
know of it in time, before 1 shuffle and deal; you 
see I show you my hand in the most perfectly 
frank way.* Tliat dear good Armande, who really 

r 

has an exquisite comprehension of us aU and our 
small difficulties, has got (Heaven I hope knows 
how, but I need hardly say I don’t) a set of old 
letters out of the lumds of the sdmillant and 
sedfictive M. de Savemy ^Is, and put them into 
mine, where you cannot doubt the}^ are in much 
better keeping. OctJive is not exactly the typical 
braggart, but there is a dash in him of that fearful 
man in Madame Bovary—i\iO, first lover, 1 mean ; 
varnished of oDurso, and v?ell kept down, but the 
little grain 8f that base nature does leaven and 
flavour the Vhole mcJi. He will never have, 
never so much as understand, the splendid 
courtesy and noble re’ticenc^ of a past age. His 
father hall tjvirft, his pretensions and less than 

if 

half his pretension ; and so it will be with all the 
race. Knowing as 3^ou do now that the papers 
exist, you must feel reasonably glad to be tvell out* 
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of his hands. of dburse, my doar niece, 

t&t I could Jor* on^ second conceive you have 
what people would^ call any reason to bo glad 
of such a tl^ngj^or tliat I ^rould, in the remotest 
way, insinuate that there was even so much as 
seeming indiscretion on one side. But when yem 
permitted Octave to open up on that tackf you 
were not old or stupid enough to sec, v?liat duller 
eyes could liardly have missed ^f, the use your 
mnocence might be put to—a thing, to me, 
touching and terrible to think of. Cleverness, 
like goodness, makes the young less quick to 
apprehend wrong or anticipate misconstruction 
than stupid old people arc. In this cas 4 f my 
heavy-headed experience might have been a 
match for your rapid Joright sense. 1 have 
hardly looked at your correspondence; had not 
other eyes been there before mine, nothing, of 
course, could induce ftie to Iqok ryiw ; but 1 know 
Madame de Rochelaurier well <flioifgh to be sure 
she has not skipped a vi*ord. I must look over 
my hand, you see, cis jt is. It was hard enough to 
get them from her* at all* as you may imagine ; 
I hardly know myself how I §jd get it^lone ; mais 
on a ses moyens. What I have seen, in the mean¬ 
time, is quite enough to show me that one of 
these letters would fjill like a flake of thawed ice 
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on the most feverish of u Ijoy’s rhapsodies. With 
the least of these rsmall ink-ayid-pager pills, I 
iindertake to clear your suitor’s head at Once, and 
bring him to a sane knd sound viejv of actual 
things. I know what boys want. They will 
bear with any imaginable antecedent except one 
which makes their own grand passion look like a 
pale late proof taken off at a second or third 
impression. , All the proofs before letters you left 
in Octave’s hands long ago—your sentiment" 
(excuse, but this is the way he w'ill take it) has 
come down now to the common print. Show 
him what the old friend reaUy was to you, and he 
will Qpngeal at once. I don’t Imagine you ever 
meant actually to let him thaw and distil into 9 
tender dew of fine feeling at your feet; you wouldl 
no doubt always have checked him in time—if 
he would alwa}^ have let you. But then, upon 
the whole, it is well to have a weapon at hand. 
I believe he has grown all but frantic of late, and 
has wild notions^,of the.,future—amusing to you 
no doubt while they last, bpt not good to allow 
of. Now, I should not like t6 lay the Savemy 
letters before him, and refrigerate his ideas by 
that process; one had rather* dispense with it 
while one can ; 'but sooner than let his derange¬ 
ment grow to coniimicd mania and become the 
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practical min o&him, I^nfUst use my medicines. 

ypow, after he.ha^ taken th^m^ he would be 
sensible igain, and give up his dream of laws 

broken and olives united.^ Still, I had rather 

• • • 

suppress and swamp altogether the Savemy- 
Rochelaurier episode, and all that hangs on to 
it—^rather escape being mixed up in the matter 
at all, if I can. There is a better way, supposing 
you like to take it. Something 55pu vill see must 
l 5 e doile; suppose you do this. Write a quiet 
word to Reginald, in a way to put an end to all 
this folly for good. Say he must leave off writing ; 
we know (thanks to your own excellent feeling 
and sense) that he does write. Lay it on#yoar 
husband, if you like—but make it credible. 
JLeave no room for appeaJ. Put it in this way, 
suppose, as you*could do far better than I can 
for you. That an intimacy cannot last which 
cannot exist without exciting pnpleasant, un¬ 
friendly remark. That you have‘no right, no 
reason, and no wish ta be offened up in the 
Iphigenia manner fof the sake of arousing the 
adverse winds of'^moifr and sc^dal to the 
amdsement of a matronly public. That you are 
sorry to d^siUusiohner even “ a fool of his folly,” 
and regret any vexation you mayTgive, but do not 
admit* (I would just intimate this much, *as 1 am 
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sure yoi^ can so ^well kfford to do) that he ever 
had reason for hk unreason* That, in a wordjbr 
your sake and his and othec people’s, you must 
pass for the present frfcm intimates ivto strangers, 
and may hope, if both please, to lapse again in 
course of time from strangers into friends. I 
thin'k this will do for the ground-plan—add any 
intimation or decoration you like, I for one will 
never find or indicate a fault. Only be unanswer¬ 
able, leave no chance of room for resistance or 
reply, shut him up, as you say, at once on any 
plea, and I will accept your point of action and 
act after it—^he need never, and never shall, be 
made- wiser on the subject than you please. The 
old letters shall never have another chance of air 
or light. If you don’t like writing to silence him, 

I 

I can but use them faute de mieux—for, of course, 


the boy must be brought up short; but I think 
my w'ay is the bjetter and more graceful. Do 

I 

not you ? " 

It is a pity that in putting a stop to folly we 
must make an end of pleasant intercourse and the 
friendly daily.habits of intimaVe acquaintance. I 
can quite im agine and appreciate the sort’ of 
regret with which one resigns dneself to any such 
rupture. For ihy part it is simply the canon of 
our Church about men’s ^andmothers *w'hich ^ 
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keeps me safe 0*1 Platopic^ terms with o^r Incnd. 
^|dme day 1 shall cojtsole and i*^vongc myself by 
writing d novel fit to Ifeat M. Foydeau out of the 
field on tl^^t tenSor topic. J'lgiirc to youi- 
self the cxquisAc clfects that might so well be 
made. The grandmother might at hist sec my 
hero’s ardour cooling after a bright biief inUiival 
of birdlike pleasure and butteitlv Io\^- volupte 
supreme ct touchantc ou i(‘s iides se^fond('nt sons 
les balscis et les lois s’etfacent sons les lamies— 
all that style ; ancj wlum comix'lled to unclasp 
her too tender arms fir>m the neck of liei jenne 
piemici. the venerable lady might sadly and 
lesignedly pass linn on, shall we suppose ^to Ins 
aunt ’ Apathetic mtiigiu* might be worked out, 
by whicli slie would (wiyiout loving hmi; lednce 
her son-in-iaw as to lea\e tlie coast ileai foi 
the grandson who had loisakin liei, and with a 
heart wrung to th® coie 6y ijilf-devoted love 
prepare her daughtei’s mind UfiacgL*pt a nephew's 
homage: iinallj’ see ^le young people made 
happy in each other and an assenting uncle, and 
take arsenic, or, tut sight of h^r wo^k completed, 
di5 of a cerebral congestion (one couj^ make more 
surgery out of tliat), invoicing oh the heads of 
child and grandchild a supreme benediction, 
baptized in the sacred tears which 'drop on 
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the grave of her owh Jove. Upon my word 
1 think it an idea which ^ight^bear spleiu£d 

C f 

fruit in the hands of a greqt realistic novelist. 
I see my natural proiession now, bi^t I ,fear too 
late. 

In good earnest I am sorry this must be the 
end.' A year ago I was too glad to enlist your 
kindness on Reginald’s behalf; and I can see 
how that kimlness led you in time to put up with 
his folly. I am sure I can but feel the more 
tenderly and thankfully towards you if indeed 
you have ever come to regret for a moment that 
things were as they are. I have no right to 
reproffch, and no heart; no one has the right; 
no one should have the heart. You know n^y 
lifelong abhorrence oh the rampant Briton, 
female or male; and my perfect disbelief in the 
peculiar virtue of the English hearth and home. 
There is no safeguard against the natural sense of 
liking. But the tune to count up aiid pay down 
comes for us all; we have no pleasures of our 
own; we hold no comfort? but on sufferance. 
Things are constant only to division and decline. 
The quiet e»d^of a^.friendship I have at times 
thought sadder than the stormiest end of a love- 
match. Chi sa? But 1 do know which 1 had 
rather k^p by me while 1 ckn. It is a pity you 
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two poor childr^ are n9t to be given inpre play, 
oiHo see much^mpre of each othpr. He will miss 
his friend, her sense grace and wit, the 
exquisite companionship of her, when he has 
done with the looleries of sentiment. You, I 
, must rather hope for his sake, may miss the sight 
of him for a time, the ardent ways and eager 
faiths and fancies, all the freshness add colour 
and fer\’our of his time aiid^ temperament; 
pferhapS even a little the face and eyes and hair ; 
ce sont la des chosen qiii ne g.ltent jamais ricn ; 
we never know wlien we begin or cease to care for 
such things. I too have had everything hand¬ 
some about me, and I have liad losses. Yoq see., 
my dear, the flowers (and weeds) will grow over 
all this in good time. Ope thing and one time 
we may be quitd sure of seeing—the day when 
we shall have well forgotten everything. It is 
not uncomfortable, as one gets old, to recollect 
. that we shall *not always remenibert 'flie years 
will do without us; and^we are^not fit to keep 
the counsel of the Fates. In good time we shall 
be out of the w'ay 6 i things, and have nothing in 
all the world to desire or deplore. When recollec¬ 
tion makes us sony, we can remember that we 
shall forget. I never did much harm, or good 
^rhaps, in my life ; sa at least 1 think an^ hope ; 
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but I stjpuld be sorry to suppose I had to live 
for ever in sight 6f the menjory of it. Few coi^d 
rationally lik^ to face that likelihood if fhey 
once realized it. Thefe is n6 fear; for a time is 
sure to come which will have to tafe n6 care of 
the best of us, as our time has to take none of 
plc;r\ty who were better. I showed you, now 
some eighteen months since, when it first appeared, 
I thijik, that most charming song of “ Love and 

f # 

Age,” tlie one bit of verse that I have liked well 
enough for years to dream even of crying over ; 
the sweetest, noblest piece of simple sense and 
manly music, to my j>oor thinking, that this age 
of turbulent metrical machinery has ever turned 
out; and it, by the by, hardly belongs to you. 
Your people have not the secret of such dear 
pure language, such plain pellucid words and 
justice of feeling. Since my first reading of it, 
the cadences that open and close it come back 
perpetually i/itoi.my ears like the wash of water 
on shingle up and down, w^hen 1 think of times 
gone or coming. I never coveted a verse till I 
read that in “ Gryll Grange ” ; there is in it such 
an exquis^e absence of the wrong thing and 
presence of*the right thing throughout—^just 
enough words*for the thought and just enough 
thought for the matter ; ja wise, sweet, strong 
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piece of work. Wo shall le&ve the year^to come 
nothing much be^ter/than tha^^ What is said 
there aboht love and tiine and all the rest of it 
is the essenc^ incomparably well distilled, of all 
that we can reasonably want or mean to say. 
We must let things pass; when their time is 
come for going, or when if they stay they can but 
turn to poison, we must help them to \>e gone. 
And then we had best forget. 

* It is*a dull, empty end; a blank upshot; but 
you know what good authority we have for 
sa 3 nng there are no such things as catastrophes. 
I admit it is rather a case of girl’s head and fish’s 
tail; but you must see how deep and acute that 
eye of Balzac’s was for such things. His broad 
maxims are the firmest-footed and least likely to 
slip of any great thinker’s I know; they have 
such tough root and tight hold on facts. As to 
our year’s work and wages, we ma^ all say truly 
enough, Le d^nofiment c’est quill n^y a pas de 
d^nofiment. I prophesied that last* year, when 
there first seemed to^be a likelihood of some 
domestic romance getting under jvay., ‘The point 
of suth things, as I told Amy, is just, that they 
come to nothing.’ There were very pretty 
scandalous materials; the making of an excel- 


J^t roman de moeurs'-intime et tant soit peu 



V 

242 LOVE’S 'CROSS^UkRENTS 

scabreo?^. Amy and yoi|r broth|»r, you doubtless 
remember, gave* symptoms of being touched* 
as flirting warmed to fcflilmg; they bad begun 
playing the game of cousins "with an over-liberal 
allowance of sentiment. Redgie again was mad 
to upset ‘conventions and vindicate his right of 
worchipping you; had no idea, for his part, of 
keeping bn the sunny side of elopement. Joli 
manage I one might have said at first sight— 
knowing this much, and nof knowing wh&t 
Englishwomen are here well known to be. And 
here we are at the last chapter with no harm 
done as yet. You end as model wife, she as 
mod/^1 mother; you wind up your part with a 
suitor to dismiss, she hers with a baby to bring 
up. All is just as it as far as we all go ; the 
one difference, lamentable enough as it is, between 
this and last year is the simple doing of chance, 
and quite outside df any doing of ours. But for 
poor Edmimd’sT accidental death which I am 
fatalist enough to presume must have happened 
anyhow, we should all be just where we were. 
Not an event in ,the whole course of things ; not, 
I think, sp much as an incident; very meagre 
stuff for a French\vorkman to be satisfied with. 
We must be content never to make a story, and 
may instead reflect with pride what a far better 
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tbiog tt is to Eire in tbe light of Ei^^ feeling 
jaSid under th^ role f]! English habit 

You Vill give Frank my best love and excuses 
in the of us all. 41e must write to me 

before too long. For yourself, accept this as I 
mean it; act as you like or think Wise, and 
believe me at all times 

Your most affectionate aunt, 

HelUna 'MiDnuRST. 
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FRANCIS CHEYNE TO LADY MIDHURST 

* 

Lidcombe, Feb. 15th. 

My Dear^ Au;^t Helena : 

I SHALL be clear of this place to-morrow * I am* 
going for a fortnight or so-to Blocksham. I 
quite agree it will be best for me not to have the 
pleasure of seeing Amicia. You will, T hope, tell 
her herv thoroughly and truly glad I am; and 
that if T could have known earlier how things 
were to turn out it would have simply saved me 

ft 

some unpleasant time. As to meeting, when it 
can be pleasant to her, I shall be very grateful 
for leave to comej—jinji till tHen it is quite good 
enough to heefr of her doing well again. Only 
one thing coifld ,add to my perfectly sincere 
pleasure at this change—to know I had been 
albe to bring U, about by my <Avn will and deed ; 
as I would k^ve done long since. I hope ^le 
will get all right again, and the*sooner for being 
back here. I shall not pretend to suppose you 
don't know now that 1 care more about her and 
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what happens lo her tliah about mos^ things in 
«;t8i^ world. 1| all gq|b well her nothing will 
go far wong with^me while I live. I dare say 
I shall,do ^ell^ enough for the professions yet, 
when I fall to and try a turn with them; and I 
cannot say, honestly, how thankful 1 aitn to bo 
well rid of a name and place that 1 never tcouid 
have been glad of. 

We have more to thank ypu <pr than your 
*kindness as to this. 1 have seen my sister since 
you wrote, and she has shown me some part of 
your letter. I do not think we shall have any 
more trouble at home. My brother-in-law knows 
. nothing of it. She has written I bclii^vc to 
Reginald ; I must say she was angry enough, but 
insists on no notice, tf she were cvci to find 
home all but too comfortless to put up w'ith, I 
could not well wonder; she luis little tlierc to 
look to or lean uporf. We are jut of the fighting 
times, but if M. de SavemyV any other man 
living were to try and makt; base use of her 
kindness and innocc^ice, I suppose no one could 
well blame or lau*g!i at ide if L exacted atonement 
from him. As it is, I deejjare if he,, comes in her 
way, and I find he has not kept entire silence as 
to the letters written when sh6 was too young 
and ‘ too good to •dream what baseness and 
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stupidity cthere is^ amcfngp people/* 1 Will prevent 
him from goin^ shout and up his heade 

again as a man of honour. ,Any one from this 
time forth who gives Ifer any trqubk by .writing 
or by word of mouth shall at once answer to me 
for it. 'i have no right to say that I believe or 
do not believe she has never felt a regret or a 
wish. She is answerable to no man for that. I 
do say she has g?ven nobody reason to think of 
her, or a right to speak of lier, except with all 
honour—and if necessary I wish people to know 
I intend to stand by what I say. 

She is quite content, and I believe deter- 
minedjk to see no more of R. H. for some time; 
quite ready too to allow that accident and a 
time of trouble let himi perhaps too much into 
the secret of an uncongenial household life, and 
that she was over ready to look for companion¬ 
ship where it was. hardly Wise to look for it. 
Few' men (as Says) at his age coidd have had 
the sense or chivalrous feding to understand all 
and presume upon nothing., She said it simply, 

c > 

but in a way to make any onfe ashamed of mis¬ 
taking for anvinstant,.such a quiet noble nature 
as she has. 1 have only now to thank you for 
helping us both to get quit of the matter without 
trouble or dispute. 1 should be ashamed to < 
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thank 3 rou {or dk>ing my sister the sim^e justice 
miscon^njie bjpr share in*it. If there ever 
was any*evil-speaking,*I hope and suppose it is 
now broken^up for good.« For the rest« I have 
agreed to leave it at present in your liands and 
hers—^bnt if ever she wants help or defence, I 
shaU, of course, be on the outlook to give it. 1 
have only to add messages from us both, and 
remain, my dear aunt. 

Your affectionate nephew, 

Fr. Cheyne. 
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LADY MIDHORST TO LADY CHEYNE 

f 

Lidcombe, Feb. 25th. 

My Dear Child : 

m # 

First salute the fellow-baby in my name, anS 
then you shall have news.-' 1 assume that is 
done, and will begin. Two days here with your 
father have put me up to the work there is to do. 
I shi^l not take you into council as to estate 
affairs, madame la baronne. When the heir is 
come to ripe boyhood,,you may take* things in 
hand for yourself. Meantime we shall kev ^ ^’ou 
both in tutelage' '^ni privy pec*:ia- 

tion ; so that il you .* • l. . les in <^he big 
Lidcombc cheese'^’' ^ vc i cut it, it will not be 
the fault of ‘oui^ « much for you and 

your bald imp ; but you want news, I suppose, of 
friends. I ^alled^. at BlocksSiam, and saw the 
Radworths in the flesh—^that is, in the bones and 
cosmetics; for the male is gonb to bone, and the 
female to paint. The poor man calls aloud for 


o 



a;YEAR’S LETTERS 249 

• • •• 

an embaJm^: tbe poor .woman cries pi^fiiUy for 

^ jnameller. ^ Tjioy/get on wpll enough again 
by this fime, I belicvdf To use tier own style, 
she is dead begit and quite safe; viciously resigned. 
I think we may look for peace. She would have 
me racked if she could, no doubt, but deceived 
me smiling from tlie tips of her teeth outwards, 
and with a soft dry pressure of the fingers. Not 
a hint of anything kept back. ^ Evidently, too, 
holds her brotlier well in leash. Frank 
pleased me : he was courteous, quitil, without 
any sort of affectation, dissembled or displayed. 
I gave him suificient accoimls, and he was 
grateful; could not liave taken the positiop and 
'‘laved a rather hard pait more gracefully than 
Uc did. t**- sai l little, gnd came away with all 
• Ml speed. is a grievous sort of 

ace now, and 1 . . ’ liavc no doubt 

oiu will set al.' 1 ' ''' wiuR and punish him 
ior her failuic^ . * o fllV g<jt up a serious 
affair again, or n jcliimty to throw 

her some small ati’jq.t. .y \vay of lighter food. 
It would not surf)rise me if ^he fyll to ’jjhilan- 
thrbpic labour, or took some devotional drug by 
way of stimulant! The bureau d'amourcltes is a 
bankrupt concern, you see : her sensation-shop is 
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closed f^r good. 1 'prophesy ohe /veill turn a 
decent worrying^ wife of ^jthe.sl|npler Angjiidai^ 
breed; home-keeping, sharp-edged, earnestly 
petty and drily energetic. Ne^o-^orsWp now, 
or foreign missions, will be about her mark; 
perhaps too a dash and sprinkle of religious 
feeling, with the chiU just ofE; with a mild pinch 
of the oid Platonic mixture now and then to 
flavour and,leaven her dead lump of life: I can 
imagine her stages well enough for the nex'^t 
doaen or score of years. Pity she had not more 
stock in hand to start with. 

I have been at Plessey too; one could not be 
cont^t with seeing half a result. Captain H. 
was more gracious to me than you would believe. 
I suspect the man ha^.wit enough to see that 
but for my poor offices his boy Would be now off 
Heaven knows whither, and stuck up to the ears 
in such a mess as nothing coUld ever have scraped 
him thorougMy dean of. He and Redgie are at 
last on the ‘tcr;ns of cxi armed peace—very 
explosive terms, you know; but decent while 
they last, and preferable a tooth-and-nail 
system. 1 wjll say I behaved admirably to him ; 
asked what plans he had for our boy—^what he 
thought the right way to take with him—assented 
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and ccmsent4|d, and sugge^ed ^d suiynitted; 
^^ther, mad^ aiy^f a mod^. It is a fact 
that at tins day he tjjinks Rcdgie might yet be, 
in time, bent ^d^ twisted and melted down into 
the Church mould of man—cut close to the fit 
of a surplice. Now I truly respect and eftjoy a 
finished sample of clergy; no trade makes better 
company; I have known them a sort of cross 
between artist and diplomate which 4 charming. 
Tfien they have always about them a suppressed 
sense of something behind—^some hint of pro¬ 
fessional reserve which does not really change 
them, but does colour them ; something which 
fails of being a check on tlicir style, bi^ is 
exquisitely serviceable as a sauce to it. A cleric 
who is also ?» man of this ji^orld, and has notiiing 
of the cross-bone !ype, is as perfect company as 
you can get or want. But conceive Redgie at 
any imaginably remotd date coming up recast in 
that state out*Df the crucible of tirao! I kept a 
bland face though, and liardly sighted* a soft semi¬ 
dissent. At least, I sjyd we might turn him to 
something good yet*;'that 1 did*hopc#and tliink. 
The fatherly nerve was touched; he warmed to 
me expressively. I* am sure now the poor man 
thought he had been too hard orf me all these 
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years i(t his private nvind, pint bijtter constrac- 
tions on very ^innocent ^onduQt of isrki^-%9A 
something, after all, to ktone for on his side. He 
grew quite softly confidentid jpid responsive 
before our talk was out. Ah, my dear, if you 
could* see what odd, tumbled, shapeless recollec¬ 
tions it brought up, to find m5rself friendly with 

t 

him and exchanging wishes and hopes of mine 
against his, ip all sympathy and reliance! I 
have not earned a stranger sensation tor years. 
Ages ago, before any of your set were bom,— 
before he married your mother: when he was 
quite young, poor, excitable, stupid, and plea¬ 
sant—^infinite ages ago, when the country and I 
were in our thirties and he in his twenties, we 

c 

used to talk in that #way. I felt ready to turn 
and look round for things 1 had missed since 1 
was six years old. I should hardly have been 
taken aback i^my brothers had come in and we 
had set to^plafing together like‘babies. To be 
face to fac^ with suchaa dead and buried bit of 
life as that was so quaint that stranger things 
even would have fallen dal after it. However, 
there was ;io hoisting of sentimental colours on 
either side: though I suppose no story ever had 
a stranger end to it than ours. To this day I 
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don’t know I made, him or let him marrv 
giottier. 

I told Itim 1 must seelRedgie and*take him in 
hand by ^rivi^e word of mguth. He was quite 
nice about it, and left the boy to me, smiling 
even as lie turned us over to each othcF ;*morc 
benign than he ever was when I came over to aee 
Redgie in his schooldays: a time that seemed 
farther off now than the years before his birth. 
1 Can’t tfeU you how odd it was to be thrown 
back into ’52 without'Warning—^worse than the 
proverbial middle of next week. I will say for 
Redgie he was duly ashamed, and never looked 
siUi<‘i in his boyish tune than when I took hiip to 
task. Clara, 1 told him, had, as far as 1 knew, 
behaved excellently ; but l^wanted to have lci«,ts. 
Dismissal was legible on liim all over; but the 
how I was bent on making out. So in time I got 
to some fair guess at *the manner of her final 
stroke. It wafi sharp and tShe wrote 

not exactly after ihy dictation (which 1 never 
thought she need rfo, or would), but simply in 
the resolute sacrificial •style.* Shg forbade liifti to 
answe!!’; refused to read him, or reply .f she read 
would never •«ee hiid tiD all had blown over for 
good. It seems she could not well deny that not 
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'long since he miglvt have her off her 

feet—w!iicb fee\ she had»npiY happily^g^q^. 
Heaven kndws, my deir child, whaf she could 
or could not deny if ghe chose : I confess I cannot 
yet make up my mind whether or no she ever 
had an idea of decamping, and divorcing with aU 
tie?,: it is not like her; but who can be sure ? 
She has none now. Hoilestly, I do suspect that 
a personal bia; of liking did ai times get mixed 
up with her sentimental spirit of intrigue; aYid 
that she would have done things for Redgie 
which a fellow ten years older or a thought less 
handsome would never have made her think of; 
in effect, that she was in love with him. She is 
quite capable of being upset by simple beauty 
if ever she were to Jiave a real l6ver now, I 
believe he would be a fool and'very nice-featured. 
It is the supreme Platonic retribution—the 
Nemesis of sentftnental * talent, which always 
clutches such i^nners as she is before they turn 
the post. There was a gpiall grain of not dubious 
pathos in her letter : she was fond enough of him 
to reigret wjiat slje did not qhite care to fight for. 
What she told him I don’t know, nor how she 
put it: I can guess, though'. She ^^as done for 
his first love,* at any rate. He knows he was a 



A.YfiAR’S LETTERS 255* 

• f 

fool, aiuf I did jot press his opinion of her! 
5^06 suppose ^she4)ut him li^on honour, and 
made th^ best*of hmelf. I should guess, too, 
that she gave hints 5 f what he might do in the 
way of ahnoyandh if he were not ready to forgive 
and make friends at a distance. Thaf you see 
would prick him on the cliWalrous side, an^ lie 
would obey and hold^his tongue and*hand at 
once—as he has done. Anyhow, the thing is 
vrell killed and put under ground, witli no fear 
of grave-stealers; th^e is not even bone enough 
left of it to serve the purpose of a moral dissec¬ 
tion. The chief mourner (if he did but know it) 
should be Ernest Rad worth, t could cry over 
that wTetchedest of husbands and students when 
I think of the thorns in his pillow, halters in 
his pew, and ratsbane m his porridge, which a 
constant wife will now have to spend her time in 
getting ready. • • 

Redgie wgs very fair ab^fsher^ would have 
no abuse and nd«explanation. “You see,” he 
said, “ she tells nfe what she chooses to tell, and 
that one is bound to take^ but 1 hayfe no sort of 
business now %o begin peeping and snuffing at 
anythingV^pyond. • I thougitt once, you know, 
we both had a right to ask or answer; that was 
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when she seemed to cgire about ^t. »One can’t be 
such a blackguafd as to tfy. Wke j^ut«o^ 
her for changing her mind. She was quite right 


to think twice and do. as she chose ; and the best 

* f ' 

1 can do now is to keep off and not get in her 
way.” *CH course they'boy talks as if the old 
tender terms betwee^ them had been broken off 
for centdries, and their eyes were now meeting 
across a bottomless pit of change. I shall not 
say another word on the matter : all is as straight 
and right as it need be, though 1 know that only 
last month he was writing her the most insane 
letters. These, o le may hope, she will think fit 
to bum. To hirii I believe she had the sense 
never to write at any length or to any purpose 
but twice, this last time being one. And so our 
little bit of comedy slips off the stage without 
noise, and the curtain laps down over it. Lucky 
it never turned to 'the tea/ful style, as it once 
threatened to^do>ii * 

I need not say that Redgie does not expect 
to love seriously again. Not t?iat he sa3rs it; he 

i, 

has just enqugh ^nse of humour io keep the 
assertion down; but evidently ‘^ae thinks* it. 

L 

Some one has put h notion into thgi» Captain’s 
head about Philom^ne de Rochdaurier—Clara 
herself, 'perhaps, for aught, I know ; she is quite 
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ingenious eno^h«to liavQ tried that tough while 

reh^rsal'. Nothing 
wSl come of that, t^oa|;h; I shall simply re* 
conquer tjie and hoidthim in hand till I 
hnd a woman fit to have 4±argc ol him. 1 hope 
he will turn to some goo^Lseriously. ^cftne of 
, his friends are not bad friends for him; I like 
that young Aiidley welf^nough, and he seems to 
believe in Redgie at a quke irrational jrate. Per- 
ha*ps I do too. He must take his way, or make 
it; and we shall see. 

As to the marriage mattery I have thought 
lately that Armande might be giien her own way 
and Frank married to the girl--if they arp iill 
of one mind about it. It .:>ounds rather Louis 
Quinze to •tdeier a match^iii this fashion, but I 
don’t see why it Should not come to good. He 
may as well marry now ns later. J don’t at all 
know what he w ill make in the professional line ; 
and he can throw over tlioughts of it. 

I did think of wposi*ig he shpuld be at the 
head of the estates*for,a time, in the capacity of 
chief manag^^j^d* overlooker; but»there*were 
rubs^in the waj^of that plan. It is ^ nice post, 
and migh^be made a nice sin. nire—or demi- 
cure, with efficient business people under and 
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about one; not bad woifk for su cddet de familUt 
and has been 4ken on lijfe teipis befm^nbygf 
We owe him* something*; however, we^may look 
for time to pay it. I will confess fo you that if 
the child had been a girj I meant to have brought 
you together at soy 2 future day. You must 
forg*Ve me; for the neir’s marrying the dowager 
would have mad? our fiends open their eyes 
and lips a little; and tilings are much better as 
they are. 
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